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Betrayal 


Author's Notes: 
So this is a new story I'm starting, along with my other one! The next chapters will be taking place later, after 
this one, but this one will help you to understand what's going on mostly. Enjoy! :) 


It started with a little fight. An innocent thing, nothing too out of the ordinary. When it got too heated, which 
it often did, James left with a slam of the door and found himself getting a drink, alone, at the bar. Without 


Lars. 


No matter how pissed he was, no matter how bad the fight, he knew he could come home in two hours, sleep 
the night on the couch, and patch it up in the morning. Lars was forgiving. And he knew James loved him. The 
two of them just fought sometimes. 


That was, until he saw that mop of red curls flouncing through the door. Mustaine. Fucking Mustaine. The 
worst person for James to see right now. He'd tried and tried to make it right with the guy, but he just 
wouldn't have it. Every time they were around each other, it was a fight. When James was already drunk, it 


had a tendency to get more vicious, more dangerous, but in a different way; a way that crossed too many 


boundaries, and a way that James didn't want to think about. It had only been an issue one time, and Lars 
never found out. Never would find out. As James felt his thoughts getting hazy from the alcohol in his 
system, he hoped that Dave wouldn't notice him. 


But James knew better than to think he'd get so lucky. 


He'd had his head tipped back, taking a drink out of his bottle, when Dave sat down, so he didn't notice him at 
first. 


"James! What are you doing here?" The voice was familiar and knowing, even though it was asking a question. 


James frowned. "Why do you care, Dave?" He wasn't in the mood to tell Dave Mustaine all of his problems. Not 


now, and not ever, truthfully. 


"Because, you're not out much anymore. Too busy at home being the little one's bitch" Dave smirked and 


laughed at his own statement. 


James remained silent as he waited for Dave to shut up. He really didn't want to let it get to him. "lm not 
Lars's bitch, Mustaine. We just had a fight and | needed to get out for a while. It happens." He felt the anger 
starting to rise; he was grinding his teeth already, just watching the amused expression on the other man's 


face. 


"It happens, huh? How often? How often does he make you sleep on the couch, James?" The taunting in Dave's 


voice was evident. One eyebrow was cocked at James. 


"Shut the fuck up. You're stepping over the line, man," James said through gritted teeth. He was gripping the 
half-empty bottle in his hand. 


Dave shrugged. "Already crossed it a long time ago, James. When you kicked me out, remember? When Lars 
first made you his bitch and told you to do it. You could've had me, but you chose him instead. And how's that 


working out for you now?" A bitter smile touched his lips. 

James shook his head and slammed the bottle down. He stood quickly. "Listen, | tried to be as good about it as 
possible, | tried to make it up to you, but you just always have to do shit like this. You just love to piss me 
off and make me.." He trailed off, not able to bring himself to say it. 

Dave stood too, and they were only inches apart. "Make you what, Hetfield? Make you wanna fuck me like we 
did back in the day? Like we did last year when you and Lars had one of your little fights?" A wicked smirk 
appeared again on his face. 


James glared back, but he was silent. Too stunned to respond. 


"Come on, one more time. Your little wife won't ever know. Let's go. You know you want it," Dave hissed. 


He was right, James did want it. Part of James wanted to hurt Lars for hurting him. That part, coincidentally, 


only came out when Dave was around. 


Though the alarm bells were going off in the back of his mind, James found himself stomping off after Dave, 
out of the loud, hot commotion of the bar, and into the cool night air. "Where the fuck are we even going to 


go?" James asked. 
| have a hotel room. Don't worry about it. Does it really even matter?" 
James didn't respond. The two of them didn't say another word for the entire cab ride to the hotel. 


After that, it all got hazy. James remembered the drinks. The great multitude of shots and beer and 
everything else they could possibly want. He remembered the kisses, harsh and angry. He remembered the 
feelings and the sounds and the great satisfaction of revenge; revenge that Lars would never know about. He 


remembered that Dave was telling him to do something and he knew he was agreeing. He knew he'd done 


whatever it was Dave had wanted. And then it went black. 


The next morning, he woke up alone. The other side of the bed was completely cold. James's mouth tasted like 
something had crawled in and died. His head pounded. The clock read 12:31. Time to go home and pour his heart 
out to Lars, to win him back, to make sure he knew how appreciated he was. James regretted the night before 


immensely. He wanted only to leave it behind. 


As he rode home in another taxi, he tried to remember what it could have been that Dave told him to do. He 


only hoped it couldn't be too bad. 


James noticed, as he walked to the front door, that he was sore from the previous night as well. He could only 


wonder what all had really happened. 
As he always did after a fight, James knocked lightly. He knew Lars would be expecting him. 


This time, though, he took extraordinarily long to come to the door. It cracked open slowly, and James barely 
got a glimpse of the person hiding behind it. 


"Lars? What is it? I'm home now," James said softly. He didn't know what could be wrong. There was no way 
Lars knew anything. 


Lars's voice shook as he spoke. James never would forget the look on Lars's face, mostly hidden as it was. He 


was crying. "Get the fuck out of here. And don't come back. | don't ever want to see you again. Not ever." 


And then the door was slammed in James's face, and he knew, in that moment, that his whole world was 


crashing down. 


Regret 


Author's Notes: 
These chapters may sort of switch off between Lars's and James's perspectives, so there's that. Anyway, 


enjoy! 


James could only stare in shock at the now-closed door in front of him. He didn't have any idea what Lars 
knew, how much he knew, or how he'd found out. But he could only guess it had something to do with Dave. It 
always had been Dave that caused James to keep that guarded, angry streak, no matter how much softening 


Lars had done. And of course, it had to be Dave that would tear them apart. 


Eventually, he gathered himself enough to stop standing at the door that had once been his, waiting uselessly 
for Lars to open it and change his mind. It wouldn't happen now, and it wouldn't happen ever, if Lars really 
meant what he'd said. 


As James walked away, he felt a ball of coldness and dread settling in his stomach. It was familiar to him by 
now; abandonment. He felt it when his father left, when his mother left, when Cliff left, and now, when Lars 
was leaving--he was technically the one doing the leaving, though. That was one role he never thought he 
would find himself in. 


James didn't know where he would go. Kirk was out of the question The guitarist had a soft spot for Lars, and 
James knew that they probably had been talking already, no matter if Lars found out what happened last night, 


or just an hour before. He knew that that relationship was almost certainly cut off. 


Jason was his best option, he finally decided. He almost found the idea of going to him for help amusing; he was 
the last person James would be going to on a normal day. This was, however, about as far from normal as 


you could get. 


James had no other choice but to show up unexpectedly, but he decided that Jason wouldn't mind much. He 
always had seemed eager to please, especially when it came to the other members of Metallica, it was obvious 
how desperately he wanted to be closer to them. James felt genuinely guilty about it as he made his way to 
Jason's apartment. 


He knocked reluctantly on the door, hoping to god that Jason would actually be home. If not, he didn't know 
what he was going to do. He had nowhere to go, no money, not even a change of clothes. He would be royally 


fucked. 


Those worries didn't last long, however. Jason was quick to open the door and a bright smile soon followed, 
"James! What are you doing here?" he asked. James didn't have time to answer before Jason added, "Oh! And 


come in," as an afterthought. 


James stepped into the apartment. It was clean and pleasant and smelled nice, too. He never knew that Jason 
was so neat or put together. “Listen, Jase, | gotta ask you something big. And l'm really sorry about it, 


because | know it's unexpected, but me and Lars had a, um, falling out, of sorts." 


Jason frowned and tilted his head, offering James a seat as he sat down himself. "Anything, James. What 
happened?" he asked. 


James sighed, reluctant to tell the whole story, though he happily took a seat. "We had another fight last night. 
But it wasn't that big of a deal, y'know? | just went to the bar to blow off some steam, and next thing | know, 
fucking Dave Mustaine is there. And he sits down with me, and he taunts me and messes with me until l'm 
good and pissed off. And when I'm drunk, Jason, Dave provokes me in this way that he's been doing back since 
he was in Metallica” James stopped to take a breath, which of course, made Jason want to ask questions. 


"What do you mean? What happened after that? How'd he provoke you?" Jason asked about five more 
questions along those same lines. It was times like this that James missed venting to Cliff, who never asked or 
commented unless he was sure you wanted him to. 

Though James was reluctant to tell Jason the whole story, he thought that there was now no way around 
telling him, especially if he was going to ask to stay with him for a week or two. "He got me back to his hotel 
room, we both got a lot more drunk, and then we, ah, you know" He couldn't make himself say it out loud to 


Jason. 


Jason nodded. Apparently he knew what James was getting at. "So what happened with you and Lars, then?" 


Jason was uncertain as he asked the question. He didn't want to cross into sensitive territory. 

"He found out, somehow. And then he kicked me out. Not that | blame him," James replied 

"You can stay here as long as you want, James. | have a guest room and everything," Jason offered. 
James nodded. "Yeah. That would be good. | appreciate it. And I'll be out as soon as | figure something out." 


"As much time as you need. I'm guessing that Metallica is kind of, y'know, not a thing at this point?" Jason 
asked. He looked forlorn as he asked the question 


James frowned slightly, then shook his head. "I don't think so, no." 


Jason nodded, but his head was down. "Okay. The guest room's down that little hallway if you want it," he said 
softly. 


"Thanks," James replied He stood slowly and walked to the room. It was small, but just as clean and tidy as the 
rest of the apartment. He didn't bother to change out of his still dirty clothes before laying on the bed. He 
thought that he was too tired to do anything. 


James found, however, that it was impossible now for him to sleep without Lars by his side. In fact, Lars 
would still be by his side if it weren't for the night before. If it weren't for seeing Dave again. Though he tried 
and tried in his mind to blame Dave for what had happened, he knew, still, that it was his fault he had lost the 
best part of his life. This was the thought that plagued him as he finally fell into a restless sleep. 


Confusion 


Author's Notes: 
This one is more from Lars's perspective. Enjoy! 


Lars couldn't believe what had happened. He didn't want to believe it, actually. But it had happened, that was for 
sure. James's voice on the phone, in the middle of the night, taunting and telling him that he was fucking 
Mustaine as they spoke. 


Lars knew it wasn't just some sick joke, either. He knew Dave's voice well enough to know that it was him in 


the background. 


Lars had hung up the phone after only a few short moments; he'd heard plenty to get what was happening. He 
cried until he had to throw up. And then he called Kirk. 


The guitarist had been there in less than twenty minutes, despite the strange time of night. He'd always been 
there no matter what, Lars thought. He would never betray Lars the way that James did. 


It was Kirk that sat with Lars through the entire night, Kirk who comforted him, Kirk who gave him the 


strength to turn James away. Lars didn't know if he could ever forgive James for what he had done. 


And yet, Lars knew that he would love James no matter how much he'd fucked up. He knew that he didn't 
really want to never see him again, even though that was the way it had to be; the way it should be. 


He also knew that Metallica wasn't going to continue. There was no way for it to. It had always been James and 


him, from the start, and there was no Metallica without the two of them. It wouldn't be the same. 


Kirk had told him that it wasn't time to start thinking business yet, though. Lars knew he was right. If he let 
the band take over his mind at a time like this, he'd never face the true problem properly, no matter how 


hard that was. 


Even with Kirk there to console him, Lars felt alone. He never thought something like this would happen to 
James and him, even if they did fight a lot. They'd always done that. It was always over quickly and never 
meant much of anything. But James cheating? That was something Lars never expected. Especially with Dave. 
That made the sting even worse. That was what pushed Lars past being able to forgive James. 


He'd been counting the days since his last good one with James. Eleven days when he finally talked to Jason, 
who told him that James was picking up and moving back to New York, where they hadn't lived since the band 
first got a break. A fresh start was the reason that Jason gave. Lars thanked him for the information. He 


tried with all that he had to maintain his uncaring, unforgiving facade. 


Lars knew, however, that the thought of never seeing James again was going to tear him up. It didn't matter 
what he had done or that Lars couldn't forgive him for it. It would never change the fact that he was in love 


with James. 


Homesick 


Author's Notes: 
This one is from James's side. Enjoy! :) 


James woke up late on the morning of the two year anniversary of the end of his relationship with Lars. He 
didn't fully realize it for a few minutes, but that was probably due to the sleeplessness of the night before. It 
was always insomnia these days. Always the same nightmares he'd always been having. Always the ones that 
woke him up crying in the middle of the night. Always the ones Lars used to console him about. But he didn't 
have Lars anymore. Woking up to an empty bed never stopped leaving that cold feeling in the pit of his 


stomach. 

Living in New York was starting to get James down, too. He missed California. He missed the warmth and the 
people and the feeling of being really, truly home. He missed his friends and his bandmates. His only family. He 
talked to Jason sometimes, but it wasn't much consolation. Only recently he'd gotten in touch with Kirk, who 
was slightly cold And he often got more than halfway through dialing Lars's number before deciding that he 
couldn't do it. 


Kirk called James on the day of that anniversary, in the middle of the afternoon James had been writing a 
song. IT was one of many that he had written in the past few years. 


James knew the number by then. "Yeah?" he said as he picked it up. 
"James. It's Kirk," the voice on the other end said. 


"Yeah, | know. Hey." James tried not to sound too casual. He had a feeling that he and Kirk still weren't on good 


terms, no matter how much James tried apologizing. 

"Hey. How are you?" Kirk asked. 

‘lm, ah, you know. l'm okay," James replied He knew the response wasn't convincing. 

"What's the matter?" Kirk asked. James could never tell if he was asking out of concern or curiosity. 
"Nothing. l'm okay, like | said." James was sure he wouldn't ask again. He usually didn't. 


"James. No you're not. You're never okay and | can always tell when you're not. | can picture that dumb lying 


expression that's on your face right now." Kirk sighed. 


James knew he was probably making the stupid face Kirk was talking about and decided to just get it out. "Fine. 


| miss home," he said softly. 
"What do you mean? You're sitting in your nice apartment in New York right now," Kirk said. 
James sighed, then said, "Not that home. | mean California. And you guys. But | know | can't really go back" 


Kirk didn't say anything for a few moments. "Listen, everything that happened, you did to yourself. | feel bad 
for you, James, but you fucked up, y'know?" 


"I know. | wish | could take back that night, Kirk. I'd give away anything to take it back. Living out here all alone 
is hell. | thought it would help me, to not have to think about everything, but it's just worse. And | miss Lars 
like hell. | miss him more than I've ever missed anything. He's.he was my best friend in the world," James said 
quietly. He could feel a lump starting to form in his throat. 

Again, Kirk's response was a little delayed. "You sound miserable, man," was all he said. 

"I am miserable. | deserve being miserable," James mumbled. 

"I think you should come out here for a couple days. | don't know if Lars will want to see you, and | don't blame 
him, but it's your home, too. You should come back. I'd like to see you, | think | miss playing together," Kirk 
replied quietly. 


James was shocked at the steps they'd made. He had been unsure if Kirk would ever forgive him. "I do too, 
man. A lot. | miss being a band. | miss Metallica," he said softly. 


Kirk laughed, but the sound was melancholic. "We can pretend for a few hours, huh? Just us? | don't believe 
that you knew exactly what was happening that night with Dave. But that doesn't mean that | think Lars has 
to forgive you. | forgive you, but Lars..he's so broken up. You hurt him, James. He has every right to never 
forgive you." 


James was silent. He finally knew he had to say something back. "I know." 


Kirk cleared his throat a little before saying, "Well, either way, come back for a few days, maybe. | hate to say 
it, but | miss you a little, Hetfield. Life's not quite right without you here." 


James felt a sad smile touch his lips. "I'll come. | know | can't stay, but I'll come home. Just for a little while," 


he said. 
"Good. Call me when you're in town," Kirk replied softly. 
"Yeah. Bye, Kirk," James said. He hung up the phone before he could hear his friend reply. 


Home. It was a place he was unsure he'd visit again for a long time. He never truly would be home without 


Lars, though. He knew that Lars still had the house that they'd once shared. He didn't know if Lars had kept or 
sold all of his things. It didn't matter, though. He was going home for the first time in two years. It was all too 
scary and too close, but he knew he had to do it. And in the back of his mind, the hope of seeing Lars was 


beginning to grow. 


Calm 


Author's Notes: 
Still trying to update as often as possible. Enjoy! 


James was coming back this week. Kirk had told Lars that they talked. Lars could hardly believe it. He thought 
that he'd never hear from James again, that he'd moved on and was living a different life. But according to 


Kirk, that was far from the truth. 

They spent a lot of time together now. The past two years had drawn them much closer together. Sometimes, 
their relationship drew closer into something romantic; there was the occasional kiss, hands were held, or 
words were exchanged that stretched beyond the boundaries of normal friendship. They'd even shared a bed a 
few times. But Kirk knew, and Lars knew as well, that it could never go anywhere. James was always on Lars's 
mind. Kirk didn't resent either of them for it. He'd always known, but that didn't stop him from wishing, deep 
down. More than anything he wanted his two best friends to be happy again. He wanted to be a band again. 
"James sounded pretty messed up when we talked yesterday," Kirk had said to Lars. 

"You talk to him more lately," Lars replied. 


Kirk shrugged. "I know. | just feel like someone should be checking up on him." 


"He's the one who messed up. He decided to move across the whole country. He did it to himself," Lars said. He 


frowned. 


"I know, but | just wanted to make sure he wasn't, like, dead or something. We've hardly had any contact with 


him in two years." 


"| guess. What did you mean when you said he sounded miserable?" Lars asked. He was more curious than 


anything. He didn't know where Kirk could be going with that, but it had to be somewhere. 

"He was just miserable. He sounded tired. Depressed. And he tried to tell me that he wasn't, of course. But | 
knew. So | asked him what was wrong." Kirk paused, waited for Lars to ask He was reluctant to tell him the 
rest of the conversation. 

"And? What did he say?" Lars asked, sure enough. 


"He's homesick," Kirk said softly. 


Lars was quiet for a few moments, a true rarity for him. A thoughtful frown had settled on his face. 


"Homesick for here?" he asked finally. 
Kirk nodded slightly. "He said that he misses California" 


"Well he's the one that chose to move. He didn't have to go all the way to fucking New York if he didn't want 


to. He's always been a fucking drama queen" Lars huffed. 
"I know. But that's why | told him to come visit for a few days," Kirk said. He feared Lars's reaction to that. 
"Visit? Jesus, Kirk" Lars sighed. He slid a hand through his hair. 


"It can't hurt much, Lars. He'll stay out of your way. | know what he did was wrong, but | still don't want to 
see him get bad again. Like when, um, when Cliff died" Kirk looked down nervously for a few seconds. He knew 


the idea was a mistake. 
Lars was silent again He nodded finally. "Okay, Kirk Okay. It's okay." 


"And Lars? | think what happened.that night, with Mustaine, | don't think that James knew, exactly. Dave has a 
way of manipulating him and | think it got out of hand. And | think he regrets it" Kirk bit his lip. He didn't know 
if it was the right thing to say or not; it was hard to tell with Lars, sometimes. 


"Yeah, well, he did it. And | can't just forgive him because he regrets it" Lars often wanted to ask James 
about what really happened that night, but he couldn't bring himself to talk to James again. He knew it might 
break him just like it did at first, and he wasn't willing to open himself up like that again 

"I know, Lars. And | don't expect you to. But | thought that you should know that, at least," Kirk said. 

"Well, thanks. And thanks for giving me a heads up about him coming,” Lars replied. 

"Yeah. Of course. And I'll be here for you, too." Kirk tried a reassuring smile. Lars forced one back. 

Lars didn't know what would happen with James back in town Though he thought that it would remain the 
same, that he wouldn't have to have anything to do with James, it was hard for him. As much as Lars still 


wanted to hate him, he never really could, and the idea of him so close, so accessible, made it impossible for 


Lars to be calm about the fact that he would be there in only a few days. 


Reunion 


Author's Notes: 
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James had forgotten how much he missed the look and the smell and the feel of his home state in the two 
years that had passed. He had forgotten the way it could make him feel relaxed and at ease in no time, where 
New York City was always on edge. 

As he stared out the window of his cab, watching the familiar bars and clubs and shops pass him by, he 
thought about Kirk. He'd called him the night before to tell him that he was coming that day, and Kirk had told 


him to let him know when he was there. Truthfully, he was nervous to see him again. He knew things would be 


different, no matter how badly he wanted them to be the same. 
James finally got to his hotel. He opened up his suitcase for a change of clothes, which made him think about 
the fact that everything he'd once had was still here, somewhere. Whether Lars had kept it or gotten rid of it 


all was something he didn't know. 

After James had cleaned up a little, he found the phone, to call Kirk. 
The familiar voice was comforting. "Hello?" Kirk said. 

"Kirk? It's James. I'm here," he replied. 

"Oh, you are? Cool. How's it like to be back?" Kirk asked. 


"Is really good. Um, did you want to get together later? If not, y'know, | understand. You just said to call you 
when | got here and all," James said softly. He was hit by a sudden wave of uncertainty. 


ames, of course | wanna see you. Do you want to come by my place in a few hours? We could jam for a 
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while. Catch up a little, too," Kirk said 
James almost smiled. "Sure. That sounds nice. I'll see you." 
"Good. See you," Kirk said. And with that, he hung up. 


James knew, for once, that he was taking a step in the right direction He hadn't been as sure about anything 
in two years. 


A few hours later, as he stood at Kirk's front door, James didn't feel quite so sure of himself. He found 


himself pulling his fingers through his long, blonde hair as he waited for Kirk to answer the door, a nervous tic 
he'd never quite managed to drop. He almost felt his heart sped up as the door opened. 


"James, hey," Kirk said. His smile was familiar and friendly. It was the most welcoming thing James had seen in 


a long time. 

The smile James returned was a shadow of what it used to be, but it was the best he could offer for one of 
his best friends. "Hi, Kirk," he replied. He would never have been so polite before, or so reserved, but he knew 
that it was no longer his right to be so comfortable with Kirk 

"Well, come in. You know the place," Kirk said, gesturing for James to follow as he stepped inside. 

James glanced around for a quick moment, finding that it was mostly unchanged. He then followed behind Kirk 

as they went To sit down in the living room, where there was just as much horror memorabilia as always. 


"So, how's New York?" Kirk asked. 


James shrugged. "It's okay. Definitely colder. The people aren't as friendly," he replied. He tried a short laugh, 
but it died quickly. 


"Are you enjoying it at all, though?" Kirk tilted his head. 
"I don't know. I'm trying to. It's just really different, you know? Being all alone." James frowned slightly. 
Kirk nodded, then tried to move to a lighter topic. "What have you been doing? Working on anything?" 


"Not a lot. | mean, I've been writing some songs and stuff. But not much besides that. What about you?" James 


asked. 
"Mostly the same stuff as always. Surfing and horror and playing guitar for me." Kirk smiled again 
James was quiet for a moment. He was nervous to ask his next question. "So, um, how's Lars?" he asked softly. 


Kirk's face slowly lost its easy, happy expression. "He's okay. He's started to drum again recently," Kirk said. 


James only nodded in reply. Neither of them spoke for a few moments. 


"How does he feel about me?" James finally asked. He was afraid of the answer, but Kirk's silence worried him 


more. 
"He was really mad for a long time. Really heartbroken. And | don't blame him. He's gotten better, though. He 
doesn't get upset the second something reminds him of you. He still won't try to go out with anyone else or 


anything, though. The truth is, James, | don't know if he ever will fully be over you," Kirk said softly. 


James nodded slightly again. "Does he hate me?" 


Kirk frowned slightly in thought for a few moments. "He's angry at you. But | don't think he hates you. If he 
hated you, | don't think that he would bring this over earlier today," he said, taking a guitar case and handing it 


to James. 


James opened it to find his white Explorer, his favorite guitar, inside. "He kept it?" James asked, running his 


hand across it. 
Kirk nodded slightly. "Of course. What else would he have done?" 
James shrugged. "Gotten rid of it. Smashed it. Something | deserve for all the shit | did to him." 


Kirk smiled, but there was sadness in his eyes. "Maybe you did deserve it, but he never would have done it. 


Because he still loves you." 

James looked up at Kirk and tilted his head. "He shouldn't. | don't deserve him. | never did. | should never have 
let Dave get to me that night. He just fucks me up until | feel like | don't have any other choice." James looked 
down, letting a curtain of hair cover his face. He didn't want Kirk to see him cry. 

"James, | believe that what happened was a mistake. That doesn't mean Lars has to forgive you, because you 
hurt him. But you're in town, and he knows. And if he wants to see you, he'll come. Give it a little time. | think 
that it's time for this to end, in some way at least" Kirk sighed. 


James nodded and looked at Kirk again. "I want it to end. Even if it isn't the way | want, | just want it to end," 
he said softly. He looked back down at the guitar in his lap. 


"Aren't you going to play it? | put new strings on it for you," Kirk said. 

James gave him a small, yet grateful smile. "Thank you, Kirk. | appreciate it," he replied. He gingerly lifted the 
guitar out of the case and plugged it in to the amp Kirk had always kept in his living room, which hadn't 
moved, then began to pick at the strings. The feeling was familiar; it put James at ease. 


"What are you playing?” Kirk asked after a few minutes. The music was unfamiliar and melancholy. 


"Just something | wrote in New York," James replied absently. He was beginning to get lost in that other world 
that he often found himself in while playing guitar. 


"| like it. Not very Metallica, though." Kirk laughed softly. 


James shrugged a little and stopped for a moment. He sighed softly. "Well, we probably won't have to worry 


about Metallica anymore anyway, will we?" He smiled sadly. 


Kirk bit his lip. "Don't say that yet, James. Not just yet. You're here. We're here together. You're playing a 


song in front of me right now, just like we used to do," he said. 

"But what about Lars and me?" 

"Don't give up on that yet, James. You have a long way to go, but | think there's a chance," Kirk said. 
James stopped playing again. "Really?" he asked. 

"Are you still in love with him?" Kirk asked. 

"Of course | am. Never stopped being in love with him," James replied. 


"Then of course there's still a chance. But you have to take it. And you have to take it on his terms." Kirk 


gave James a serious look. 
"I'd do anything | could to get him back" James gently set the guitar down. 
"| don't doubt that, James," Kirk replied softly. 


James smiled a grateful smile at Kirk again. "Thank you. For everything. | don't deserve to be forgiven by you 


or for you to be this nice to me. You're a good friend, Kirk," James said. 


Kirk shook his head a little. "You're my friend, James. | couldn't just be okay with never seeing you again, no 
matter what. | missed you a lot," he replied. 


James nodded. "| missed you, too." 
Kirk smiled slightly. "Let's go play for a while, huh? Like we used to." 


James nodded. "Yeah, let's do that," he said. 


"Good. | got this new guitar you have to see. Let me go and grab it," he said. He looked genuinely excited as he 
left the room. 


As James sat in Kirk's living room, the first truly familiar place he'd been in a long time, he almost felt 


content; the feeling, however, couldn't be really complete until he had Lars again. 


Time 
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Lars saw Kirk later in the evening of James's first day back. He'd been nervous and anxious to see what Kirk 
had to say about his visit earlier, because he'd hardly heard anything about James in the two years since 
their breakup. He nearly sprang out of his seat at the sound of a knock on the door. 

"Hey," Kirk said as he stepped inside. 


"Hi. So, James was over earlier?" Lars asked He knew he was being a little bit forward about it, but he was 


dying to know what happened. 
Kirk nodded. "Yeah, he was. Lars, calm down, okay? You seem really tense." 
Lars sighed and flopped down on the couch, where he'd been before. "I know, | know. I'm just curious. I'm sorry." 


Kirk smiled slightly and shook his head. "It's fine. | just know how you can be and | don't want you to get too 
stressed out about this." 


"I can't help it. Its justits James. | don't want it to get to me, but | can't help it" Lars frowned slightly. 


"I know. But if you wanna know, we talked for a while. About New York, what he's working on, how he's been. He 


asked about me, too. And then | gave him the guitar," Kirk said softly. 

Lars perked up at that. He tilted his head. "You did? What did he say?" Lars asked 

"He asked me to thank you for him. He was really happy to see it," Kirk replied 

Lars nodded slightly. "What was he like?" 

Kirk shrugged slightly. "I mean, | don't know. He locked the same and he acted sort of the same, but it was off 
The stuff that makes him normal was sort of just gone. The only time he really lit up was when | gave him 


his guitar," Kirk said. He sighed. 


‘Oh. Okay. Did he say anything about, um.us? About what happened?" Lars mumbled. He started to chew on his 
lip. 


"He said that he barely remembers it and regrets it. He wishes he could take it back," Kirk replied. 


Lars nodded wordlessly. 


| don't think that you owe him anything, Lars, and | think you should make your own decision, but | do believe 
him. And | think you should decide for yourself, maybe. At least try to end it once and for all, if you do 
nothing else," Kirk said. He didn't want to bring up the other way it might go, because Lars hated when Kirk did 
that. Kirk knew by now that Lars had to do things his own way. 


Lars nodded absently, thinking for a few moments. "Maybe | will," he said finally. And he meant it. Maybe it was 


time for him to finally see James again 


Here 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it's taken me so long to update, school's been busy. Enjoy! 


James had now seen Kirk three times in the four days he'd spent in California, and he'd seen Jason twice. He 
was beginning to accept the fact that he probably wouldn't see Lars, because Kirk hadn't said anything more 
about it after that first day. He wanted to respect what both of them wanted, so he didn’t prod or try 
anything. 


James was back at Kirk's house for his fourth visit. The two of them could now laugh and joke a little, and it 
was beginning to feel like something close to normal. Slowly, they were rebuilding their friendship. 


They were having a lot of fun the past few days playing old songs and talking about guitars, because James 
hadn't had anyone to do that with for a long time. Kirk had invited Jason over too, so that they could all jam 
together for a while. 


It was the first genuine happiness James had felt in a long time. Still, he couldn't help himself from thinking 
about the absence of their drummer. Eventually, he couldn't stop himself from saying it. "This music sounds 
so different with no drums, y'know?" James said. He tried to keep it light, but the other two knew well enough 


where his mind was at. 


Jason nodded slightly. "Yeah, it does sound different," he agreed. He didn't want to say anything too much; he 


knew that this was all an issue between his other three bandmates. 
"Yeah, it does. We're all here, though. | could call Lars and see if he wants to come over," Kirk suggested 
carefully. One of Lars's kits sat neatly in the corner of the little studio that was in Kirk's house. It had always 


been one of their favorite places to get together and practice. 


James watched Kirk uncertainly for a few moments. He tilted his head. "He won't want to. I'm here," he said 


softly. He gave Kirk a confused look It was tinged with sadness. 


"I know you're here. He knows you're here. l'm going to go and call him, okay?" Kirk walked up the stairs from 
the basement quickly and almost gracefully; James never knew how he managed that. 


"Dude, he isn't going to want to see me. Why the hell would Kirk even bother?" James said to Jason, who was a 
little bit concerned and puzzled about the whole situation. 


Jason shrugged. "You never know, James. It's been a long time. And we're just playing for a while." 


James almost replied, but stopped when he realized that he could faintly hear Kirk's voice. "Yeah, James is 
here," Kirk said. There was a pause before Kirk spoke again. “Yeah, | really think you should come. It'll be good 
for both of you." 


James and Jason exchanged a quick glance, but continued to listen. "Okay, good. Awesome. l'm glad, Lars. | don't 
think you're going to regret it. I'll see you in a few minutes." And only a moment later, Kirk descended the 
stairs again, a slight smile on his face. "Lars is going to come over. He said he'll be here in just a few," Kirk 
said. 


James nodded slightly and looked down at the guitar he was holding to distract himself--the white Explorer 
he'd barely let leave his sight in four days. The guitar that Lars had brought him. 


"Don't worry, James. He's coming over. Willingly. That's a step. It's all going to be fine," Kirk said. 


James nodded again, but mostly ignored the two of them as his nerves started to take hold of him. He lost 


himself in the guitar for a few minutes, easily blocking out Jason and Kirk's conversation 


He couldn't, however, block out the sound of Kirk's front door slamming and the yelled, "I'm here!" That Danish 


accent was unmistakably Lars's. 


Reunion Îl 
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Lars was uncertain about his decision to come to Kirk's house even as he was walking through the door. He 
was more nervous than he had been in a long time, being in the same place as James. He never thought that 
he would be again. But Kirk was good at convincing Lars to do things; and in the end, Lars decided, he was right. 
He needed to just get it over with once and for all. If he didn't do something with James like this, he knew he'd 


never work up the courage to talk to him alone. 

As he walked down the familiar stairs, trying to give off an air of confidence, his heart was pounding. At the 
first sight of that blonde hair, his stomach dropped. The feeling only progressed as he saw more and more of 
James, sitting in the same chair he always used to and bouncing his leg up and down, 

"Hey, guys," Lars said, relieved that his voice sounded normal. Kirk and Jason replied with their normal 
responses and went back to what they were doing. James, however, glanced up from his guitar for only a 
second. Their eyes locked immediately, but it was easy to tell that James had changed from his old, confident 
self; he broke the eye contact quickly and looked back down. 

Lars quickly walked over to Kirk. "Hey, thanks for coming over," Kirk said, smiling gently. 


Lars nodded. "Yeah, sure. But are you sure this was a good idea? He didn't even say anything to me." He 


frowned. 


Kirk nodded. "Yeah, I'm sure. And he didn't say anything because he's trying not to cross any lines. He thinks 


you're still really mad at him." 
"I am, yeah. But he could have said something at least," Lars mumbled. 


Kirk shook his head slightly, whispering, "Give it time, Lars. This is all a lot for both of you. | know it's harder 
for you, and he hurt you a lot, but James is hurting, too. He regrets what happened" 


"Yeah, | regret it, too. If he hadn't fucked with Mustaine, we would be just fine now," Lars said quietly. 
| really think you need to talk it out later, Lars. Be strong for now, though. You can do this. I'll be here for 
you if you need to get out," Kirk said softly. He gently brushed Lars's arm with his fingertips. Lars glanced 


down for a moment, then nodded gratefully. He walked over to his drums. 


"So, what do you guys want to play?" Lars asked Although the situation was uncomfortable and nerve wracking 


for him, it was also exciting to finally play with all of his bandmates again. It had been hard to be pulled so 
suddenly from the life full of touring and excitement and music that he had once lived; the life that he still 


wanted to be living more than anything. 
Kirk shrugged. "Anything you guys want to do," he said 


Jason nodded. "I don't really have a preference. James?" The three of them looked at him, but James didn't look 


back. He was obviously afraid of meeting Lars's eyes again 


James sighed. "I'll play anything," he said softly. Lars was shocked at the sound of James's voice; the first he'd 
heard of it in two years. It sounded familiar, and yet entirely different. He was quiet and shy, but in a much 
different way than he had been even when Lars had first met him. 


There were only a few seconds of uncomfortable silence in the room before Kirk said, "How about Seek and 


Destroy?" 


After a few nods of silent agreement, James began the opening riff, which seemed to be missing its usual 
aggression and confidence. As the drums began, though, James started to play a little more like he used to. 
Though his singing at first was quiet and barely there, he slowly grew more confident until he sounded almost 
completely himself. It didn't take long for the four of them to realize that they were enjoying it. 


Somehow, the seven minutes of the song disappeared, and it was over before they knew it. Lars found that he 
was smiling. As he glanced 

around at the others, they looked happy, too. "Let's play some more, huh?" he suggested. They all agreed. And 

somehow, more than two hours passed without a single thought of anything that was going on. For a while, the 


stress and hurt and fear and the sadness melted away; for a while, they were just a band again. 


At the end of the time, when everyone was tired and no one could come up with more songs to play, Lars 
glanced at the clock. He realized it was starting to get late. He then snuck a glance at James, who was just 


setting his guitar down; the guitar that Lars had wanted him to have back. 


Jason was just going home. Kirk had gone up with him to say goodbye. This left Lars alone with James in the 
basement. 


James cleared his throat. "So, um, thanks for my guitar," he said quietly. He was still faced away from Lars. 


"Yeah. It was just sitting there. Might as well let it get some kind of use," Lars replied. He stared at James's 
back, wishing that he would at least turn around. He wanted more than anything for James to just acknowledge 


him in some way. 


"Well, | appreciate it. I've missed it a lot. Thank you," James said. He stood then, heading slowly toward the 
stairs. There was a slouch to his shoulders that Lars didn't remember; he didn't walk as quickly, either. Lars 


had noticed a million different little things that had changed about his former best friend, none of them good. 


As James silently walked up the stairs, Lars was tempted to stop him. The urge to talk to him again had 
grown steadily throughout the night; he could tell that James was a shadow of what he once had been. He was 
lacking the confidence, the obnoxiousness, and the warmth that Lars had always loved him for. He hated seeing 


that. 

Lars also knew, however, that James had wronged him. He knew that it wasn't quite time to talk to him yet. 
The time would be soon, but not yet. He didn't think that either of them were ready to open those wounds up 
again quite yet. 


Lars decided to take the night for what it was: being Metallica again. 


Sleep 
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James left feeling empty and yet slightly relieved. Though part of him wished to have some sort of connection 
with Lars again, the other part was glad that it hadn't come to facing him quite yet. 


He left Kirk's house before Lars had even come upstairs. It was starting to rain a little when he walked 


outside, and it was just getting dark out. He took a cab back to his hotel. 


James stared out the window listlessly and watched the rain on his way there. He thought about Lars the 
entire time. He had looked different; a little older, a little more stoic than James was used to. They had all 
changed, but none so much as Lars. His hair and clothes may have been the same, but James could see the 


difference in his eyes, when he managed to catch them for a few seconds. 


The short ride was soon over, and his train of thought was broken. James sprinted quickly to the cover of the 


indoors, as the rain had quickly turned from a light shower to a downpour. 


As he stepped into his hotel room and caught a glimpse of himself in a mirror, he realized that running hadn't 
mattered; he had gotten soaked anyway. The room was dark and a little too cold, unlike Kirk's house, which had 
been warm and bright and happy. James missed that already. The hotel room reminded him too much of his 
little New York apartment. 


He stripped out of his wet clothes and left them in a little pile on the floor, then crawled into the unmade bed. 
Too cold, just like always. No bed had been warm enough for two years. He hadn't slept with anyone, and it 
wouldn't have mattered, anyway. No one gave him the warmth or comfort that Lars had. 


After a few hours of staring at the ceiling blankly, James managed to drift into a restless sleep. It didn't last; 
it never did. The same nightmares woke him up in the same violent way they often did. Those had definitely 
gotten worse since he and Lars had broken up. When Lars was there to coax him out of it, he could easily go 
back to sleep. They had gone from happening every night to only once or twice a week. Now, though, they were 
worse than ever. They involved not just his mother, his father, and Cliff, but Lars, too. 


James spent the remaining hours of the night accompanied by only darkness and the sound of the rain. Though 
part of his brain screamed at him to find a distraction, he couldn't quite tear himself away from the 
heartbreaking thoughts of the man he could have had; the one he would still have if it hadn't been for one 
night filled with mistakes. 


Thinking 
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Lars stayed at Kirk's house for a few hours after Jason and James both left, though the subject of James 
had barely come up. Kirk didn't ask, and Lars wasn't sure he wanted to talk about it. 


Just because Lars didn't want to talk about it didn't mean that he wasn't thinking about it, though. In fact, he 
couldn't stop thinking about it--thinking about James. It was raining as he drove home and he found himself 
wondering what the singer was doing right then It wasn't a thought that had crossed his mind in quite a while. 


Lars let himself in to the dark and empty house. It always felt empty now; James had always been what made 
it feel like home. He didn't bother turning on any lights, instead heading straight for the bedroom on the second 
floor. As Lars walked up the stairs, he could feel the soreness in his shoulders, arms, and legs. James used to 


massage away the knots and tension he often got. He'd always known just what to do. 


Lars rolled into the empty bed. It was much too cold, much too lonely, and much too clean, Living alone had 
caused Lars to become much more careful and thorough about cleaning. He had never minded James's 


messiness, but with no one to worry about but himself now, he found himself cleaning often 


Thoughts of James plagued Lars's mind in a way that they hadn't in a long time. Seeing him that day changed 
Lars a little. He hadn't seen an angry person, a liar, or a bitter person He had seen the same shy boy he had 
first met, a person that couldn't make eye contact and barely found the confidence to speak He had seen a 


person that looked just as broken as he felt. 


Rain continued to pour outside as Lars lay in bed. He thought again of James, only a few miles away. He 


wondered if he was sleeping any better these days. He wondered if James was thinking of him, too. 


He wouldn't have ever guessed that across the city, James was wondering if Lars thought about him late at 
night, much like he often found himself doing. 


The answer was yes; it had been yes for a long time. 


Leaving 
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James reluctantly began to face the reality that it was his last day of visiting. His flight wasn't until later at 
night, so he figured he would see Kirk one last time. 

As he stepped into Kirk's house for the final time, he wondered how long it would be until they did this again 
"So, you're leaving tonight, huh?" Kirk asked. He seemed to be thinking about something. 

James nodded. "Yeah, | got a late flight. Wanted to come see you one more time." 

"That's cool. I'm glad. It's been good to have you back" He smiled slightly at James. 

"Been good to be back. | don't really even want to leave," James said softly. He frowned a little. 

Kirk tilted his head. "Well, why are you leaving? It hasn't even been a full week" 

| have to, Kirk. | can't stay here forever. | don't have the money to keep staying in a hotel in the city, first of 
all. And second, Lars. | know its uncomfortable for him that I'm here. | don't want to cause him any more pain 
than | have already. It's better for me to just let you guys get back to your normal life" James sighed. 


"You mean he hasn't said anything about talking to you at all?" Kirk asked. 


"No," James replied, shaking his head. "And | should have known from the start that he wouldn't want to. He 
doesn't have anything to say to me. Not after what | did. | understand it, of course. But | wish..you know." 


Kirk nodded. "Yeah. | know," he said quietly. 


James nodded silently. "Well, | guess | should go and start packing up. Make a couple more stops before | leave," 


he said. He stood. 
“Alright, man. Have a safe flight. Its been good," Kirk replied. He stood too, walking with James to the door. 


"Yeah. It has," James mumbled. He turned suddenly. "Thank you, Kirk. For letting me come back. It's been really 


nice, y'know? To have a friend again" His eyes were shiny with tears as he gave Kirk a grateful smile. 


"Yeah. It's been different without you. I'm glad you visited, James. And | really hope | see you again," Kirk said. 


He opened his arms to James, who easily stepped in and hugged Kirk tightly. 
| hope | see you, too. Maybe come fly out to New York sometime. It can be nice there," James said softly. 
‘| will, yeah. Ill miss you until then," Kirk said He began to pull back, and James came away hesitantly. 


lll miss you too. Goodbye, Kirk," James said quietly. He gave him a teary smile and nodded slightly before 
turning to walk out. 


"See you, James. Soon," Kirk answered. He didn't leave the door until James was completely gone. 
Hesitantly, James made his way back to the hotel. Though he knew, deep down, that getting his hopes up about 


Lars had been a bad idea, it hadn't truly set in until this moment; his final moment with his only real friend 


left. 


Truth 
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Lars decided to go see Kirk again, missing James by less than an hour. As he let himself in to Kirk's house and 
found him in the living room, he immediately noticed the troubled look on his face. 

"What's up?" Lars asked. He sat down on the couch in his usual spot. 

"Nothing. James just left a while ago," Kirk replied softly. He looked upset. 

Lars frowned slightly. "Oh. How was that?" 

Kirk hesitated for a few seconds. "He's leaving today," he said finally. 

"What? Already?" Lars asked. He was surprised; he had only been there for five days. 

Kirk nodded, saying, "He has a flight tonight. Said that he didn't have the money to keep staying here like this." 


Lars nodded in reply, though he had a feeling that Kirk wasn't telling him everything. "I can't believe he's leaving 


so soon. | never got the chance to even talk to him at all." 
Kirk shrugged slightly. "He couldn't have known, though." 


Lars sighed. "I guess not, but he's such a fucking idiot. Jesus. He doesn't even wait a week?" He rolled his eyes 
when Kirk stayed silent. "Do you know when he's leaving?" Lars asked. 


"Not until late, I'm pretty sure," Kirk replied 
"Do you know where he's staying, or a phone number or something? He can't just fucking leave," Lars mumbled. 
Kirk felt hope growing for his two friends as he gave Lars both the phone number and the hotel's address. 


Lars went back home soon, mentally preparing himself before he actually called the number. He wasn't sure 


how it would go or if anything would happen at all. But he knew that he was ready. 


The phone rang three times, Lars counted, before there was a voice on the other end. "Hello?" it said. 


Unmistakably James. 


It took Lars a second to find his voice. "James. It's Lars," he replied. 


There was an obvious hesitation, as James didn't say anything for a few seconds. "Oh. Um, hi," he finally said, 


but his voice sounded shocked and nervous. 

Lars soon began to find his confidence. "| need to talk to you. In person," he said. 

"But | have to leave tonight. | booked a ticket already," James said softly. There was no protest in his voice. 
"Well, you can reschedule. | have to see you," Lars replied. 

"But | already paid for it, and-" 

Lars stopped him. "You're not that broke, James. You can buy another one." 

James was silent again. "Where and when?" he finally asked. His voice was quiet. 


"My house. Be here in, like, an hour. Okay?" Lars's nerves were beginning to return at the reality of the 
situation. 


"Okay," James replied. Never had Lars known him to be so compliant. 


"See you," Lars said. Then, he hung up. His hand was shaking as he put the phone down. He wasn't sure what to 
expect or how he would handle handle it, and he didn't have any idea what James might be like. All he knew was 
that it couldn't wait any longer. He knew that he couldn't go another two years without seeing him. 


Lars found that one hour could pass very quickly when you were nervous. He had been mentally preparing 


himself as much as possible, but nothing could have prepared him for actually hearing that knock on the door. 


The walk from the living room to the front door felt endless. Opening the door felt just as long, but he wasn't 
quite prepared when he saw James standing on the other side. He had been looking at the ground, but he lifted 
his head reluctantly when the door opened. 


Lars couldn't help but be a little surprised at the look of James up close; he needed a few seconds to take him 
in. His long blonde hair still fell in front of his face in that same way, but now it seemed to be slightly frizzy 
and unkempt. The blue eyes that looked back at him were no longer full of warmth and humor, but instead 
looked dull and questioning. Beneath them were dark circles that gave away signs of sleeplessness. He no longer 
wore the confident facade he had always put on by default; he looked, instead, like the broken and shy boy only 
Lars had ever caught glimpses of. However, he now exuded that insecurity that had only ever been slightly 
visible. 


Lars pulled himself away from his thoughts and managed a short, "Hey." 


James looked almost surprised that Lars had spoken to him. "Hi," he said softly. He made no move to come 


inside, which was very uncharacteristic of the James he had always known. 
"You can come inside if you want," Lars offered, stepping back a little. 


Once again, James looked almost surprised. His eyes were what betrayed him most; his emotions had always 
been easily readable through them. "Thanks," he replied Lars had been so caught up in seeing James that he 
just noticed that he'd been standing almost in the rain. His hair was a little damp and his clothes were speckled 
dark with raindrops. 


"| didn't realize it was raining. Sorry about that," Lars said, once again looking James up and down, 


James shrugged. "Its nothing," he mumbled, 
looking down at his slightly wet clothes. 


"Well, um, anyway, James. | needed to talk to you," Lars said. He led James into the living room. 
"About what?" James asked softly. He stood hesitantly in the middle of the room. 


"About everything. We just have to talk, okay? Before you go, we have to talk" Lars sat down and watched 


James expectantly, waiting for him to do the same. 


James sat down reluctantly. "I know we do," he said quietly. He was trying to look at Lars, but kept breaking 
eye contact. It was something Lars hadn't seen him do in a long time. 


Lars nodded. "So, um, first of all.can you just tell me what, um, what happened?" he asked. His voice got weak 


as he asked the question He hoped James would know what he meant. 
James frowned slightly. "Um, the night we fought," James whispered. It was half question and half statement. 
"Yeah, that night” Lars cleared his throat softly and clasped his hands. 


James nodded. He was now completely facing the floor. A curtain of blonde hair hid his face almost completely. 
"We got in a fight, which happened enough, and | needed to go cool down So | went to the bar, which wasn't the 
best choice, | know. | was mostly minding my own business, but then, um, Dave came." He paused for a few 
seconds. "I tried to ignore him and not let him see me, but he did. He started talking to me even though | tried 
to make him stop. And then, he was getting me pissed off" 


"But | don't get how that could lead to what happened" Lars slid a hand through his hair. 


"I know. He's always had this weird hold on me. Ever since we were younger. He got me to go back to his hotel 
room with him, and we got drunk, and then we, um..y'know. | don't even remember it," James mumbled. His 


voice was about to crack. 


"What do you mean? When you called me at 2 in the morning?" Lars's voice was bitter and defensive. 


James looked up quickly at that. "Called you? l-I called you?" he asked. Lars knew James well enough to tell that 


the confusion was genuine. 


"Yes. | didn't think it would be anything, but you told me what was happening, and-and | could hear Dave in the 


background." Lars trailed off. His voice was cracking now. 


James shook his head. "I don't remember any of that. | know he told me to do something, but | couldn't 
remember what. He was threatening me to do it. l-1 had no idea," he whispered. He stared at Lars for a second 
longer before burying his face in his hands. "It doesn't excuse anything that happened that night, and | know it's 
all on me, but | had no idea about that, Lars. | can't even tell you how sorry | am." 


Lars sighed shakily. "| never would have expected that. It hurt me a lot. You hurt me," he whispered. He was 


shaking his head. 


| never wanted to hurt you. You were the last thing I'd ever want to lose," James said quietly. His voice 


quivered slightly. 


"And you were the last thing | ever wanted to lose," Lars replied. The two of them sat in silence for a few long 


moments. 
James sniffed, then cleared his throat. "Is-is there anything? Anything | can do?" he asked softly. 


Lars was quiet for a long time, deep in thought. The sound of his own answer pained him. "I dont think so. Not 


right now. l-l think that you should go." 


James looked at him for a few long seconds. He slowly nodded. Though he was keeping himself composed, Lars 
could see straight through his eyes; they were full of a million emotions, all of them were breaking Lars's 


heart. "Okay. I'll go." 


As James stood and started to leave the room, he spoke quietly, one more time. "Goodbye, Lars," he said. It 


was said with a finality that terrified him. 


Acceptance 
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James had never faced a longer walk, a longer car ride, or a longer flight than the ones leading up to his 
return home. Home, however, didn't seem to be a fitting word for the misery he was living. Home was a word 


reserved for the place he had just left; a place he was unsure about ever going back to again. 


Entering the apartment he lived in was difficult; trying to live there again was harder yet. Less than a week 
had already made the place as unbearable as it had been at first. 


James's life was back to being what it had been for the past two years--bleak and lonely and mostly just 
depressing. The highlights of his time were always Kirk's or Jason's occasional call. He often picked up his 
guitar, his white Explorer, that Lars had wanted him to have. Thinking of Lars had become, somehow, a little 
more bearable. The acceptance of the end of them was still difficult for James, and he knew he wouldn't move 


on for a long time, but he knew, at least, that it was over. That was a step, no matter how painful. 


His sleep wasn't improving, and he knew that it might never get any better. The nightmares he suffered were 
the same as always, and he still found himself calling out Lars's name in the middle of the night. He only hoped 


that that would someday go away. 


James knew he was learning to accept his life, which was good. He knew that it couldn't go back to what it was. 
He knew that it would never be what he wanted. It was a life, though, and that was something. He had gotten 
to live his dream, if only for a few years. The thought of his best friend never would quite go away. He 


sometimes wished it would. 


He was glad that it hadn't, however, when he got a call from that very friend, two months later. 


Again 
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Lars hated his decision the second James had gone. He felt empty and upset, as much as he'd wanted to feel 
relieved. As much as he hated it, he didn't want to turn James away. He still loved him. 


He had spent a lot of time staring at his phone, contemplating making that call; the call that could change 
everything. Though sometimes he nearly caved in and did it, he sometimes felt it was impossible to do. 


It had taken Lars two months to fully realize the longing he'd had to see James again. He hated that he wanted 
to, but it felt just like the first time they'd met; watching him play the guitar, hair hanging over his face and 
barely able to make eye contact with anyone, made Lars want to open him up and see what was inside. It had 
been a challenge the first time, but he was sure it would be an even greater one this time. If he called him, 
that was. And that was the great problem. 

Did he want to open him up again? Did he want to be a part of the great joy, sorrow, and mystery that could 
be James Hetfield? Did he truly want to give another chance to the person that had left him on such bad 
terms only a couple of years before? 


When he reflected on the restlessness, the loneliness, of his current life, the answer, he decided, was yes. 


Dialing the number was the hardest part. Counting the rings until the answer finally came, that wasn't hard, 
just terrifying. Lars had faced worse, of course, but Kirk's horror movies had nothing on this. 


"Hello?" Low and almost raspy, yet still definitely James. 


Lars changed his mind. This was the hardest part. "Um, James. It's Lars." His voice had been awkward and he 


stumbled slightly. 

There was a slight pause. "Lars?" he finally asked. The voice sounded disbelieving. 

"Yeah, Lars. | wanted to talk to you." He took a breath and prepared for what he was about to say. 
"But, why? When | left a few months ago.." James trailed off. 


"l-I was wrong about how | felt. We should have talked more, and we should have been clearer." Lars found 


that he was avoiding saying what he needed to say. 


"So, um, what do you mean? What do you want?" James's voice sounded unsure. 
"| think that we should talk again" 

"But we're on the phone right now’ 

Lars sighed. “In person We need to do this in person’ 

"You.actually want to see me?" James still sounded uncertain 

"Yes. | think we just need to talk through all of this. It can't keep being this way," Lars said 
"Okay. |, um, | agree," James replied softly. 

Lars breathed a sigh of relief. "Good. That's good" 

"But how, Lars? What are we going to do?" 


"I can be in New York by tomorrow night," Lars said. It was true; flying there was something he was more 


than willing to do for closure. 

James paused for a few seconds. "If you're sure you wanna fly all the way here," he said hesitantly. 

"I'm sure. I'll see you," Lars said. 

"Yeah, Lars. See you," James replied. 

Lars put the phone down and breathed a sigh of relief. The phone call was over, and he had broken the silence 


between them. The true test was yet to come, though. He knew the true test would be in New York, only a 
day away. 


Preparation 
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James was in shock about what was really happening in just a day. He had thought he would never hear from 


or see Lars again, but now, he would be there in just a day. 


James knew better than to think it would lead to anything between them. He knew better than to hope that 
they would be friends again. But he would still take it. He would take the closure that seeing Lars could 
hopefully bring. He was happy that Lars had wanted to see him at all. It was more than he could have hoped 
for. 


Soon after the shock had settled, the cleaning began. James had let his apartment get messy; he had nothing 
and no one to clean for. The idea of needing to clean up for someone was almost exciting. That person was 


Lars, however. That made it terrifying. 


After a few hours, James finally allowed himself to settle in a chair and look around. He was satisfied with it, 
even though there were a few small things he had yet to cover. The thought that Lars may not want to go 
there hadn't crossed his mind until he had taken a moment to sit, though. He decided that he didn't really mind, 


he respected Lars's decisions and he found that having a clean apartment was really nice. 


He had barely taken the time to notice how late at night it was. Past midnight. James almost smiled to himself 
at how he had barely noticed. Time usually moved so slowly and so painfully. He finished cleaning his apartment 
while humming a little tune--it was the tune of a song that Lars had introduced him to a very long time ago. 
A song whose name he couldn't remember, but the night connected to it was unforgettable. That night was 
the first time he had looked at Lars and seen a best friend. James had never trusted anyone that way before. 


Even in their current state, James would never stop appreciating that. 


James finished cleaning while still lost in thought. As he walked into the small bedroom of the apartment, he 
found himself genuinely sleepy-- much unlike the usual miserable exhaustion he felt. He fell on the bed and 
closed his eyes, meaning only to stay there for a few moments, but instead drifting off for a few peaceful 


hours. 


He woke up slowly, unlike most nights. This was a rare night for James. Though it was still dark outside and it 


had been only a few hours, he had been truly sleeping. He had felt at peace, if only for a little while. 


A cup of coffee warmed James's hands as he watched the sun rise up over the tall buildings. He knew that 
Lars was still sound asleep, three hours behind him. But he would soon be there, in New York. Before the day 


was over, James would be seeing Lars face to face again, if only for a few hours. 


No thought scared him more, and yet no thought could possibly make him happier. 


Visit 
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Lars hadn't been able to rest for his entire flight. It wasn't a particularly long one anyway, but this time, he 
would have liked it to be longer. 


As he stepped out of the airport and into the cool New York air, he could understand why such a place could 
be getting James down. It didn't seem to hold the same wonder and excitement as it had when they first 
ventured there more than ten years before, young and curious about what a career in music could hold for 
them. 

A taxi took him to the hotel he was staying at. It was expensive, but not too expensive. Nice, but not too nice. 
He threw his bags on the bed carelessly and took a quick glance around the room. It only took him a few 


moments to spot what he was looking for: the phone. 


Though Lars had only needed to use it once, he knew the number without even thinking twice. Too many times 


he had contemplated calling it, but now, he was actually in New York About to see James again 
Lars counted the rings. One, two, three, four-- "Hello?" asked James's voice. 
"Its Lars. I'm here," he replied 


"Oh. Okay. Well, ah, what would you want to do?" James asked shyly. Lars could sense the unsureness in his 


Voice. 
"| don't really care where we meet at. It's kind of your city, isn't it?" 


James almost laughed. It resembled a laugh, at least; it wasn't James's laugh. "My city? | barely go out at all 
But | guess there's sort of a nice coffee shop down the street from my apartment," he offered. 


"That sounds alright. Meet there in about half an hour?" Lars asked. He knew it was already beginning to get 
late. 


"Sure. That's okay. You won't miss the place if you know my apartment building," James replied. 


| know." Lars took another look around his room; he wondered what it would have been like to stay with James 


instead. 


"Good. See you soon," James said. 

"See you," Lars replied. He sat the phone down and set about changing into some fresh clothes. Pulling things 
out of his bag, he settled on a shirt, finally. After looking for a moment, however, noticing the bagginess of it, 
he realized it once belonged to James. That definitely wasn't happening. 


Lars finally settled on a pair of tight black jeans, a common favorite, and a Metallica t-shirt he would never be 
willing to part with. He pulled a jacket on over it to fight the cold and set off for James's described coffee 
shop. 


Lars could see James through the large window in the front of the shop. He was impossible to miss; long, 
blonde hair and dressed all in black. He was gripping a cup of coffee and his leg was bouncing up and down, a 
habit he always had gone back to when he was nervous. 

James's head shot up when Lars walked in. His eyes followed Lars as he walked over and sat across from 
James at the small table. Lars was unsure of what to say. James's eyes were wide and nervous, watching Lars 
unsurely. "So, um, hey," Lars finally managed. 

"Hey," James replied. The table was shaking slightly as James continued to bounce his leg up and down 

Lars didn't know what to say. "This is a nice place," he finally said. 


James nodded a little. "Yeah. It is" 


"So, how are you?" Lars asked. He knew that everything about this meeting was uncomfortable, and he was 


beginning to regret it. 


‘Lars, can we skip the formalities here? You didn't come here to just ask me how l'm doing," James whispered. 


He was frowning at the coffee cup in his hand. 


Lars swallowed, a little bit unsure of what he really wanted to say. "I know. | just wasn't sure.." He trailed off 


as he tried to come up with something. 


"| know. But, um, to make it less weird for both of us, let's cut the small talk. You must be here for a reason," 


James said quietly. He continued to watch his cup. 

"Yeah. l-l am," Lars stumbled. He was surprised at James's directness. 

James looked up at Lars then. Those blue eyes could still cut right through him. "Well, what is it?" he asked. 
Lars was quiet for a few seconds. Then, it all came pouring out. "I needed to see you. Last time, | got really 


overwhelmed, and | wasn't ready for those emotions yet. So | shut you out. | shouldn't have done that. | should 


have listened to what you had to say and really thought about it, and so | came here to do that now. 


James's expression shifted, but Lars found it hard to tell what he might be thinking. He nodded. "What do you 


want to know? | told you everything | remember last time." 


Lars nodded slightly. "I know. But | don't want to know about that anymore. | want to know about what happened 
for the past two years. About you." 


James frowned again, then cleared his throat. His gaze shifted back down to the coffee cup. "Lars, that's not a 


story you want to hear. And it's one that | don't know if I'm comfortable telling,” he said quietly. 


"Why not?" Lars asked. He hadn't meant to be rude, but he was curious. James had always opened up so easily 


to him before; they had shared a trust and a bond that James had with no one else. 


"Well, it's really personal. I've had a hard time. And, um, a lot of it is about you." James's face took on a shade 


of pink. 

Lars sighed. "Okay. | understand." 

James only nodded in reply. 

| came here because | missed you," Lars blurted finally, prompted by the uncomfortable silence between them. 
James looked up. "Missed me?" he asked, unbelieving. 

Lars felt his face heat up. "Yeah. And the past two years have kind of been like hell, and then seeing you a 
couple months ago was overwhelming. | got scared and all | could think was that seeing you would make it 
worse. But actually, putting it off has made it worse." 

James watched Lars for a few seconds before replying, "I didn't know you felt like that.” 

Lars sighed. "Well, | do. | don't like what you did, in fact, | hate it. And for a while | really did never want to see 
you again. But now | know that that was stupid." He paused, then looked at James. He could tell that James's 
eyes were searching, full of uncertainty. 

| wanted to see you again after what happened. | didn't mean to just run away for two years. But | wanted to 
respect you. Me staying, | thought, would be bad for both of us. That's why | came here. And it hasn't been 
easy, but | deserve everything that's happened to me," James mumbled. He frowned a little, then tugged his 
fingers through his hair. 


Lars thought he was beginning to get James to open up. "What's happened, James?" he asked. 


James sighed, hesitating. "| don't know. | got really depressed at first. And | don't sleep very well. And | think 
about you a lot. | let my apartment get pretty messy and | forget about eating sometimes. A lot of my life 


sort of revolves around writing shitty, sappy songs." He gave a quick, melancholic smile. 

Lars frowned, and for a few short seconds found himself going into full ‘mom mode’, which is what James had 
always affectionately called it. "James, you have to eat, y'know. And cleaning is important. And-" He cut himself 
off, sighing. "Sorry. You're still writing?" 

James nodded slightly. "Yeah. More than | used to," he replied. 


Lars nodded slightly. "I've been drumming again," he said. 


"That's good. Really good," James said softly. There was a long silence between them. James looked down at the 
now-cooled coffee cup in his hand and Lars tapped his fingers lightly on the table. Lars finally looked up. 


"| had a long flight Can |, y'know, see you again tomorrow?" he asked 
"Yeah. Where would you want to meet?" James asked. His head had a slight tilt 
Lars was quiet for a few seconds. "Does your apartment work?" he asked quietly. 
James looked back down He nodded, replying, "Yeah. Sure. That works for me 
"Good. Around three or four?" Lars asked, 


James bit his lip. "You could come around six, and | could make dinner, if you want? Food's expensive in the city. 


But if not, of course | understand, because it's probably weird for you, and-" 


Lars stopped him. "Yeah. Dinner would be nice. And we can talk again" Lars had always loved when James 
cooked for him before. As much as he loved to deny it, he could be a good cook when he tried. More than 
anything, Lars was happy about the offer. He wanted to try and salvage a friendship, at least. He could tell 


that James really did mean no harm, and that was enough for him to want the singer back in his life. 
"Yeah. I'll see you tomorrow, then," James said. He seemed almost happy; not quite, but almost. 


"lIl see you," Lars replied, giving James a slight smile and a nod before standing up. He walked out and back into 


the chilly evening air, too consumed by thoughts of the next day to remember that he would need a taxi. 


Dinner 
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James had only a short walk back to his apartment, but his legs were shaking the whole time. He felt almost in 
a daze after talking to Lars. It all felt so surreal; he was in New York, there to see James, and he was coming 
over the very next day for dinner, just like he used to. Lars had always loved when James would cook He 


would always beg James for a sample, which was, of course, fed to him by James, who would just roll his 


eyes. But he'd loved it. He missed it. 


James's mind was racing, figuring out what he was going to do. The apartment was practically spotless, save 
for his unmade bed. He had just gotten groceries three days before. This left him with only small preparations 
to make, little things that Lars would notice. 


The dishes were washed, James's shoes were set neatly next to the door instead of strewn across the room, 
a slightly crooked picture was fixed, the white Explorer was moved from its spot leaned hastily against a wall 


The apartment looked about as neat as it possibly could. James turned out the dim light and went to bed. 


Going to bed was, for James, a challenge. It was a challenge he faced nightly and yet one he knew was 
necessary. He couldn't just pace around all night, and he did get tired He was always tired, in fact. But going to 
sleep wasn't the most appealing thing when a nightmare was a very likely occurrence. Nights without them just 


had to be taken as lucky little breaks, as seldom as restful nights were. 


This night was no different. James rolled over and looked the clock next to his bed after the shaking had 
subsided and he had calmed himself. 3:46. Only fifteen more hours until Lars would be there. That thought was 


what allowed him to drift back off for a few hours more. 


The sun was just coming up when James woke up again. He forced himself out of bed and showered, which was 
rare. James seldom took a shower two days in a row. It was Lars, he'd decided, that prompted it. So far, his 
visit had caused James to clean his apartment and shower more. Though he'd probably go right back to his old 
ways after Lars was gone, he enjoyed feeling put together while he could. 


The day couldn't have possibly been longer. James looked at the clock about every five minutes and had 
nothing to keep him busy. At around six, James's nerves started to get to him. He paced around the house for 
a little while, making sure everything was still clean. He stood and looked in the mirror for a little longer, 
making sure that he looked okay. Though he looked mostly the same, James had gotten a little out of shape; 
there was a little more pudge than he was used to, even if it was barely noticeable to anybody but himself. 


At about 6:30, James started to cook Lars wouldn't be there until about 17:00, but he couldn't wait any longer. 
He had gotten so caught up in cooking that he was slightly startled by the knock on the door. 


He gasped slightly and dropped the spoon that was in his hand before half-running to the door. Lars was 
standing on the other side, looking even nicer than the previous day and wearing a t shirt that James thought 


looked too big and too familiar. 


Then, it hit him. That had been his shirt, a shirt that he had always loved but Lars had loved just as much. 


James, of course, let Lars keep it, but he figured it would have been long gone. 

"So, hey. Come in, if you want," James said awkwardly, holding the door open 

Lars walked inside and peeked towards the little kitchen, sniffing the air. "Hey, James. Smells nice," Lars said. 
James shrugged and tried to act unfazed. "Oh, it's nothing too fancy." 

A slight smile touched Lars's lips. "It doesn't matter. | always said you could cook" 


James shrugged again. "I know you did. Make yourself comfortable. Put your shoes wherever, and sit wherever. 


Its not usually this clean" He blushed a litle. 
"Thanks. Nice apartment," Lars said, looking around for a few quick moments before slipping out of his shoes 
and setting them next to James's most-worn pair by the door. The difference in size had always been slightly 


amusing to James. 


Its not much, but it's alright. About the best you can get here without being completely loaded," James 
replied. He gave a slight smile. 


"lm sure." Lars smiled, then sat on the couch, tucking his legs under him. James couldn't help but feel a little 
nervous, watching him look around. "So, do you still play a lot?" Lars asked, looking at the guitar finally sitting 


on a stand. It hardly ever made it there. 


James nodded. "It's about all | do. Lots of free time, y'know?" He walked away from the kitchen and sat down 


across from Lars, assuming he would have a few minutes away from the food. 

"Yeah. So, um, have you written anything?" Lars asked. 

James hesitated for a few seconds. "Yeah, | have," he said softly. He started chewing on his lip. 
‘I'd love to hear some stuff you've written," Lars said. 


"l, um, doubt it's anything you'd really wanna hear. It's all kind of shitty," James said quietly. He knew what Lars 
wanted and he knew that what he'd been writing wasn't bad. 


"James, you are not a shitty writer. Can | hear something?" Lars asked. 


"IFs just that its all, um, really pretty personal. And | don't want it to make stuff get all weird,’ James replied 
quietly. He slid a nervous hand into his hair. 


Lars shrugged. "I mean, can it really get any weirder than this? Let's be honest" He smiled, but there was 


sadness in it. 


James nodded, standing up to get his acoustic guitar from the other side of the room. "Yeah, you're right, | 


guess," he mumbled. "Don't hate me for this, okay? Please." James looked at him with uncertain eyes. 
lm not gonna hate you for it. | just want to hear something," Lars replied. 


James nodded slightly, mumbling, "Yeah, okay. We'll see what you say when l'm done." He sighed slightly as he 
started to play. 


About four minutes later, both of them had tears in their eyes. James was fighting the shakiness in his voice 
to finish the song and Lars had his hands over his mouth, staring at the floor. 


James sat the guitar down slowly, then wiped his eyes off. "So, um, yeah. | wrote that last year," he said 


qui etly. 


Lars was silent for a few long moments. "I didn't know, James. | didn't know that stuff," he whispered. He was 


trying hard to get rid of the tears that were streaming down his face. 


"Don't worry about it. | told you it would make it weird if | played you that stuff," James mumbled, frowning 
slightly. 


"No, | wanted to hear it. Needed to hear it. | needed to know something about your life now," Lars said softly. 
James looked at him and tilted his head. "What do you mean?" 

‘Ive been needing to know how you feel. | hated turning you away last time we saw each other. More than | 
can tell you. It hurt a lot. And | can't stop thinking about you now, James. | just can't. Hearing that.it reminded 
me how much you're feeling this, too. It wasn’t just me and | forget that sometimes." Lars looked at James, as 
though he were searching him. 


James shook his head. "No, but | hurt you. It was my fault. | deserved this. This life." 


Lars shook his head. "You don't deserve all of this, James. It took me a long time to stop being bitter about 
what happened, but I'm better now. I've healed a lot for myself. But we haven't healed.” 


"Lars, what does that mean?" James asked. He started to chew on his lip. 


"We were best friends, James. | love you. | hate not being with you and | hate the idea of living a life without 


you, or Metallica, in it. Can we start working towards something?" Lars was watching James intently now. 


James swallowed hard and looked at the floor for a few seconds. "You really want to be my friend? After 
everything that happened?" he asked. 


Lars nodded. "Yeah. | know it was a mistake and | know you regret it. Why would | want you to live like this? If 
its anything like how your song was then I'm scared for you, James." 


"Don't be scared for me. I'm okay now. I'm better. But if you want to do that, then of course | want to do 
that," James said softly. He looked up at Lars, letting a smile barely touch one side of his mouth. Lars smiled 
slightly back. The two of them were silent for a few moments, until James smelled burning food. Food that he 
had forgotten. "Shit," he mumbled, making a run for the tiny kitchen and discovering his worst fears. 

"Hey Lars?" James called softly. 

"Huh, James?" 

"Uh, | kinda burnt this food," James said sheepishly. 

"Oh. | thought | smelled burning, now that you mention it," Lars replied. 

James emerged from the kitchen. "Wanna get Chinese food?" he asked shyly. 

Lars smiled again and nodded. "That sounds perfect." 

"Really? Good." James got the phone. "You still like what you always used to get?" 


Lars raised his eyebrows. "You remember my order?" 


James shrugged. "Of course | do," he said. Then he was busy on the phone, ordering a bunch of things, including 
Lars's exact Chinese food go-to. 


When James hung the phone up, he sighed a little. "Sorry | burnt the food | got a little caught up with all of 
this. With, um, us." 


"| don't care about the food. Honestly, talking to you is all | cared about," Lars said. 
"Yeah, me too, mostly. But | haven't cooked in a while,” James replied 


"You're a good cook | love when you cook" Lars smiled a litle. 


lm okay. Nothing too amazing." James shrugged. 

"Well, | could sure go for more of your cooking," Lars said quietly. He raised his eyebrows a little at James. 
"What? What do you mean?" James asked. 

"You should come back to California with me, James." 

James frowned. "I can't do that. | don't have the money to get a place or anything, Lars." 


Lars bit his lip. "You don't have to spend the money. Come back and live with me." 


Ready 
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Lars didn't know what to expect from James at his proposition. He didn't even know that he was going to say 
that when he walked in the door that evening. The feeling of missing James had become so overwhelming, 
though, that he couldn't help but say it. He didn't regret it, but the look on James's face wasn't exactly 


comforting. His eyes were wide and almost scared. He had been quiet for a few seconds too long, 
"James. What do you think?" Lars asked. This was too scary for Lars to take the time to be patient. 


"Are you sure? Lars, it's been two years, and we've just gotten in touch again. Of course | want to go back, 


but is it what you want?" 


I'm sure. I'm really sure. | miss you and life's been nothing but miserable without you. Even more the past 
two months. | know it's been a long time, but you're still you, and l'm still me. What's the point in us taking our 
time forever and just being more miserable?" Lars tilted his head at James, hoped he would feel the same 


way. Putting himself out there was hard, but he knew he couldn't keep going the way that it was. 


James nodded slowly, looking like he was thinking about something. "Lars, if thats what you want, then | want 
it, too. Its exactly what | want." 


"Good," Lars said softly. James stayed silent again for too long. His head was down. "What is it?" Lars finally 
asked. 


"| don't know. | just never thought that we'd get here, | guess," James mumbled. His voice was weak and soft. 


Lars knew it all too well, but James's hair was hiding his face. 

"Never thought we would get where?" Lars asked. 

"To..this. Talking again. Seeing each other. | especially never thought we'd be talking about living together again 
After what | did.| never, ever thought you'd even want to see me again" James's hands covered his face now. 
He was trembling slightly. 

"James? James, look at me," Lars said softly. 

James looked up slowly. His face was wet with tears, just as Lars had expected; and dreaded. All that Lars 


ever wanted to do at that sight was hold James close and console him. He knew, though, that it wasn't exactly 


time for that yet. Part of him was still holding back. 


"You probably think | look fucking pathetic, huh?" James asked quietly. He gave a sad smile and sniffed. 


"No. | don't think you look pathetic at all. | used to cry in front of you too, James, and honestly--" Lars was 
cut off by the knock on the door. He'd nearly forgotten that they had ordered food. 


"Oh, shit. | can't answer the door like this. Lars, can you do it? Here's my wallet," James said, digging it out of 
his pocket and reaching to hand it to Lars. 


"Don't worry about the morey. I'll pay," Lars offered, 


James shook his head. "No way. You're visiting me. You flew out here. Just answer the door. I'm a wreck" He 
held the wallet out again. Lars reluctantly took it. It wasn't a fight he was going to win. "Thank you," James said 
as Lars walked to the door. 


Lars answered it and paid quickly. He shut the door and sat back in the same spot as before, handing James's 
wallet back and setting a bag full of containers on the little coffee table. 


"Thanks for doing that. | just didn't wanna look, y'know..” James trailed off. A soft blush touched his cheeks, 


which Lars could see even in the dimness of the room. 
Lars nodded. "I know. No problem." Lars smiled a little as he reached into the bag. 


"This place is really good. Hopefully you like it. Since my, uh, cooking didn't really work out," James said. He 


grabbed a container of his own and opened it, then reached in again for some chopsticks. 


Lars watched him, a little bit impressed. Though he had always been fairly skilled with chopsticks, James had 


never even bothered to try to use them before. "You can use chopsticks now, huh?" Lars asked. 


James smiled a little. "Yeah. | eat a lot of takeout and | have a lot of free time." Lars nodded and smiled back 


slightly. They ate quietly for while, because neither one knew quite what to say. 
Lars broke the silence, finally. "This is good Chinese food. You were right" 


James looked up. "Oh. Yeah. It is pretty good, | think" He shrugged More of the same awkward silence returned. 
Lars had hardly ever found himself so quiet in James's presence. The two of them always had something to 
say and usually talked nonstop. But that was before. They were both different, James, especially. Though he 


had thought two years would leave them with more to say than ever, it actually left them with much less. 


Lars decided that he would try his hardest to break down the barriers a little bit. "You know, Kirk got a cat 
last week. It's a cute litle kitten. It's black, too. Like you'd expect any less from Kirk" He laughed a little, 
brightening slightly at the smile James returned. "He named it Danzig," Lars continued. 


“That's a cute name. It sounds like something Kirk would pick, for sure," James said. 


Lars nodded. "Jason helped choose it," he said softly. He decided that he needed to break this news to James 


now, before he came back with Lars. 

"Jason helped?" James raised his eyebrows slightly, like he was trying to figure out what was going on. 
"Yeah. They live together now, because they, um.." Lars trailed off, hoping James would put it together. 
James looked shocked for a few moments. "Kirk and Jason? Are they like, together?" he asked. 

Lars nodded. "Last month it happened. | never would have suspected, honestly." 


James shook his head. "No, me neither. But I'm happy for them. They both deserve it" The slight smile James 


had before started to fade. He was soon looking down at the little container in his lap. 


Two years apart didn't mean that Lars could no longer tell what James was thinking. Lars, too, was thinking 


about their own relationship. "We deserve it too, James." 

James tilted his head slightly. "You deserve it. But me.." James sighed as he trailed off. 

"You deserve to be happy, James. And we're going to work this out," Lars said, 

James frowned. "But Lars, how could you want to be in a relationship with me? After what | did?" 

"Not right away, James. It's going to take time and work for us to get better. But | want to make it happen" 
"| do, too.” 


"tll take a long time. It's hard for me to trust you, still. You hurt me a lot with that, James. | never expected 
it," Lars said softly. He looked at the floor. 


"I regret it, Lars. | regret it so much. l'm so, so sorry." James's gaze was set intently on his feet. 

| know you're sorry, and | forgive you. But it's going to take a while for us to be where we were. We're going 
to have to take baby steps," Lars whispered. He looked up at James fully, waiting for James to look back at 
him before he continued. "I want to do this. | don't want to have this weird relationship anymore. | miss you 
and my life isn't the same without you." 


James nodded. "| miss you, too," he mumbled. 


"So, let's do this. Okay? I'm ready if you're ready." Lars tilted his head. 


lm ready, too." 


Home Again 
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Lars had left New York the previous day, leaving James to pack up and come back as soon as he wanted. 
James was ready, of course, and wanted it, but he was scared. After only two days of real talking, James was 
moving back in with Lars. They were both different now, in ways that the other didn't even know about. James 
was more scared of what hadn't changed, though. 


The nightmares James had always gotten had become much worse than they had ever been, and he didn't 
want Lars to see that weakness. His once manageable anxiety had gotten worse, too, and it wouldn't be 
something that he could hide when the two of them were actually living together. Though these were things 
he was once open with Lars about, he couldn't burden him with personal problems anymore. He couldn't make 


Lars's life any harder than he already had. 


The only option James had was to do his best to hide it. As much as he wanted to go back to his former 
relationship with Lars because of what was happening, he knew he couldn't get his hopes up about that. Even 
more, he knew he couldn't force it. Even if it wouldn't be on purpose, Lars seeing James in a weak state would 
probably have some effect on him. James knew that moving in with Lars didn't mean that Lars wanted to be 


that close with him again. 


James decided to take only a few things with him. his flight left the next day, and he didn't want to try and 
gather up everything he had quite yet. He decided on a week's worth of clothes and his guitar. He would come 
back to the apartment and collect the rest of his belongings another time, but he wanted to get there as 
quickly as possible for now. 


Though he endured another restless night, James was completely wide awake for his entire flight the next day. 
Stepping into the airport proved more nerve-racking than he had even expected. As he took his first look 
around, it truly hit him what was going on. He barely had time to think about that before he was shocked by 


the sight of Lars from across the huge room. 


James hadn't expected to be greeted by anyone, much less Lars. Though they were now friends again, he 
wouldn't have thought that he would be met with this. He quickly found his things and nervously made his way 


over to where the small drummer was standing. 


When Lars caught sight of James, a casual but warm smile spread across his face. He raised his hand to 


wave, but James managed only an awkward and quick smile back. 


"Hey," James said as he finally got close enough to Lars to be heard. "I didn't know anyone was coming to get 


me. 


"Well, of course | am. | wasn't going to let Kirk or Jason do it" Lars smiled and silently offered a hand to help 


James carry something. 
James shook his head. "Oh, it's okay. I've got it," he said. 


Lars rolled his eyes. "Give me the suitcase, Het," he replied, grabbing it from James's hand and walking in the 


direction of the doors. James followed close behind him. 
"So, | didn't think anyone was going to come pick me up. You didn't have to," James said. 


Lars glanced over his shoulder. "Well, we weren't just going to leave you to find your own way there. Besides, | 


wanted to do it" 
"Well, thank you. | appreciate it," James said. 


Lars shook his head a little. "No big deal. Like | said, | wanted to. And what's in this suitcase? It's so light. You 


haven't got much stuff for coming to actually live here." 


"| just figured I'd go back and get the rest in a few weeks. | wanted to be here as soon as | could. | won't need 


the house stuff, anyway. I'm sure you've got your own still" James caught up to Lars and walked beside him 


so that he could hold the door. 

Lars flashed an appreciative smile as he walked through the door. "Yeah, | do. And a bunch of your stuff is 
still there, so, y'know. You could probably live off of that. | know you didn't come back for anything. | never got 
rid of it" 


‘Oh. Wow. Thanks," James replied shyly. He followed Lars to his car and gingerly placed the guitar case in the 
trunk, on top of his suitcase. He got in the passenger seat next to Lars. 


The car was different than the one he used to have, but it smelled like Lars. It was mostly clean, too, James 


noticed. "So, we're pretty close to the house from here. But I'm sure you remember," Lars said. 


James nodded. He couldn't stop staring out the window, relieved to be back home again. "I remember. | think 


about home a lot," James said. He found himself smiling. 
"Well, now you're here. I'm glad you're here, James," Lars said softly. 


James turned to look at him and found he was also smiling slightly. "Im glad I'm here, too, Lars." And he was 


glad. No matter how many questions there still were, he was home. 


Baby Steps 
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There wasn't much for James to bring inside, so getting in the house was easy. He dropped his things by the 
door and left his shoes next to them, remembering how much Lars hated him wearing shoes in the house. He 
saw that it was clean, just like the time he'd been there a few months earlier; it was much cleaner than it had 
been when James lived there. Lars nagged him about little messes here and there, but he'd gotten away with 
being messy for the most part. Now, it was practically spotless, down to the pillows on the couch being 
perfectly placed. 


"Well, I'm sure you remember it," Lars said, gesturing around. "Just with some different stuff. | haven't 


changed a ton, though." 


"It looks nice. Really nice," James said, standing awkwardly in the middle of the room. Lars was still standing, and 


he wasn't quite sure what to do. 
"Thanks. You can sit down if you want, y'know. It's not formal. | mean, we are living together. Again," Lars said. 
"Yeah. Okay. Um, thanks," James replied He sat on the couch, careful not to disturb the pillow. 


"| have all kinds of your things upstairs, too. Clothes, records, magazines, a few more guitars, everything.’ Lars 
sat down in a chair that wasn't in the room when James lived there. 


"Thanks for keeping all of that. | appreciate it," James said. 


"Of course. It's all there. We can take your stuff upstairs right now, if you want. | made sure the guest room 


was really nice." 


James found that his breath had caught in his throat. He didn't know what he'd been expecting. He knew he 
wouldn't get to sleep with Lars just like that, but hearing him say that James got the guest room was still 


painful in a way he hadn't expected. 


James nodded, finally. "Yeah. That sounds, um, good. | can get it all," he said. 


Lars shrugged. "Sure. I'll give you a few minutes to yourself” 


James nodded. "Thanks," he said quietly, grabbing his things and quickly going up the stairs. He slowly made his 
way through the hallway, which looked exactly the same. He couldn't help stopping to look in the bedroom he 
had once shared with Lars. 


The room was similar to how it had been before, but the bedding was different. James's bedside table was no 
longer on the side of the bed in which he'd once slept, and the various pictures of the two of them that had 


once been placed throughout were gone. It was as though he had never even been there in the first place. 


James managed to tear his eyes away from the slightly depressing sight and made his way to the guest room 
at the end of the hallway. It was cleaned up, as Lars had said, and all of his stuff was there: guitars neatly 
rested against the wall, records in clean stacks, a few piles of clothes folded and laid at the end of the queen 
sized bed. He couldn't have asked for anything nicer. And yet, it felt all wrong. 


The room felt cold and a little too sterile, even though Lars had decorated it and fussed over it for days after 
they'd first moved in. It had to be just right for whoever would be staying with them, after all. Even if it was 
just Kirk crashing there after a night of drinking or Jason being too lazy to go home after a movie night with 
the whole band. James knew he didn't have any other options, though, and he was grateful to be there at all. 
He sat his suitcase on the bed and put his guitar case next to the other two guitars in the room. 


"Hey, did you find everything and stuff?" Lars called. 


"Yeah, I'm good," James yelled back, but he wondered slightly why Lars would ask. He had lived there once, 
after all. He dismissed it when Lars didn't say anything more, deciding that he needed a change of clothes after 
his fairly long day. 


Instead of opening his suitcase, James opted for searching through his old t-shirts for something he might 
want. He easily recognized an old favorite in one of the piles, pulling it out carefully so that the pile would stay 
neat. James pulled the shirt he'd been wearing up and over his head, dropping it on the floor with a tinge of 


guilt, Lars had made the room very clean. He decided he would pick it up later. 


As his head poked through the shirt, James was met with the sight of Lars in the doorway. "Sorry. Not trying 


to intrude or anything, just wanted to make sure you were good," Lars said. His cheeks were slightly red. 


James finished pulling his shirt on. "lm good, yeah. Thanks for cleaning so much. You didn't have to do that," 
James said. 


Lars shook his head dismissively. "No problem. Not like it'll last. You already have clothes on the floor," he said 
with a small smile. 


James laughed sheepishly. "Oh. I'll pick that up in a minute. Sorry. I'll try harder to be less messy this time," he 
said. 


Lars laughed a little bit too. "I don't care about your messiness, James. | could probably go for a little bit of 


messiness in my life right now, honestly." 


"Well, l'm sure | can assist in that. Thanks for keeping all of this, by the way. l'm sure it wasn't stuff you 


wanted to keep," James said. 


Lars shrugged. "I didn't mind. | mean, sure, there were moments that | wanted to just burn all of it, but not 
usually. | know | couldn't, anyway. It was you. It would break my heart to get rid of these guitars and stuff," 
he said softly. James could tell that he was trying to smile, but his eyes were sad 


"Thank you for keeping them. And thanks again for giving me my Explorer back a few months ago. |, um, | know 
we weren't exactly friendly then" James frowned slightly. 


Lars walked further into the room. "Sure. | wasn't using it. And now I'm glad you have it. It was pretty sad for 
it to just sit and collect dust," he said. 


James nodded. "Yeah. I've used the hell out of it since I've had it back. | really missed it” He smiled slightly and 
bit his lip, not quite sure if he could say what he wanted to yet. 


| know you did," Lars said softly. 


James was quiet for a short time. "| didn't just miss my guitar," he whispered. He found himself staring at the 


ground. 


"| missed you, too," Lars mumbled. James could feel him stepping closer. 


"Thank you for letting me come back" James looked up at Lars. Looking at him was slightly difficult; his eyes 
cut straight through James, green and piercing. He stood up a little straighter than James could. James knew 
that although he had broken Lars at first, he was healing. James was the broken one now. 


"| don't think I'd want to live a life that didn't have you in it, James. We might be a little fucked up, but we've 


been through a lot together. | want us to get better." Lars gave James a small smile. 


James managed a smile back. "| want us to, too." 


‘lm glad. Now, I'll give you a while. I'm sure you know where everything is," Lars said. 


James nodded. "Thanks. I'll be down in a few minutes," he said. 


Lars smiled and gave a slight nod before walking away. 


James sighed. That smile was the death of him. And there wasn't a thing that he could do about it. Everything 
inside of him told him that he just had to make the move; he just had to kiss him, just had to tell him. That 
was all. But he knew it couldn't be that way. Baby steps, he told himself. Just like Lars had said. Baby steps. 


Underestimating 
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Lars wasn't sure he was ready for this day when it started. He had been nervous about bringing James back, 
nervous about letting him back in. He wanted more than anything to trust and love him like he had before, but 
he couldn't. He knew that James was better now, but he still couldn't shake the thought of being hurt again. 


Kirk had offered to pick James up, to give Lars a little more time to prepare, but Lars knew that he wanted to 
do it. He wanted to be the first person to see James. Standing in the airport and waiting for him was scary, 
knowing what he was about to do; knowing he was letting James back in. Somehow, though, the fear had melted 
away when he caught sight of the blonde wandering uncertainly through the airport. 


Lars's heart nearly jumped out of his chest when James looked at him, and he couldn't help but smile. He 
waved at him and called his name. James gave an awkward little wave back and smiled an embarrassed smile. 
Lars could see the blush on his cheeks even with the distance between them. He was becoming less and less 


afraid of his choice. 


Though the conversation was sparse on the car ride back to the house, it didn't feel wrong. Awkward, 


uncertain, but not wrong. 


Lars felt slightly hesitant as he told James he was welcome to the guest room. He could nearly see his face 
fall; James wasn't quite as good at hiding his emotions as he thought. James went upstairs alone, which gave 
Lars a few moments to himself, to catch his breath. He found that his mind was on James, anyway. He called 


to check on him once, and finally couldn't help but go upstairs to make sure he was doing alright. 


Lars hadn't been prepared for the sight he was met with. James had just gotten his head into a new t-shirt, 
which left his chest and stomach bare, if only for a few seconds. It was just as it had always looked: 
effortlessly flawless, perfectly tanned and toned. Lars scolded himself mentally for staring, and scolded himself 


again for the blush that he knew had settled on his cheeks. 


A few minutes of casual talk, he hoped, would make the awkwardness go away. But the conversation took on a 


serious tone quickly. Before he knew it, he was close to James, closer than he was used to. The urge to touch 


him, only for a moment, was stronger than he could have imagined. Staring at those big blue eyes would 


always melt him. 


Lars snapped into his senses, finally. He knew that if he didn't tear himself from James's gaze, he would do 
something he might regret. He excused himself quickly, trying again to seem casual. Inside, though, he could 


hardly think straight. 


One thought was clear in his mind, though. Baby steps. Just like he'd said. Baby steps. No need to rush. 


That was becoming difficult to hold onto already, Lars was finding. He had underestimated how strong his 


feelings still were. 


The Cat 
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James and Lars spent the remainder of the day catching up and talking about casual things for the first time 
since they had started talking again The most common topic to come up was Kirk and Jason's budding 


relationship. Almost as frequent was the subject of their little black kitten 


"So, the cat's name is Danzig, right?" James asked. He was fascinated by the idea of Kirk being a pet owner, for 


some reason. 


"Yeah. Danzig. He's almost completely black, except for this tiny little speck of white on his nose. Cute as hell, 


but those claws hurt." Lars laughed a little and held out his arm to show James some scratches. 


James smiled. "Can't wait to meet the little guy. Can't wait to see the big guys again, too," he said casually, 
although he hoped that Lars would pick up on what he was getting at. 


"We should have them over for dinner, huh? We can watch a movie afterwards maybe, you can meet the 


kitten, it'll be great” Lars already seemed to be planning the details out in his head. 


James nodded in agreement. "Yeah, that sounds good. Catching up would be good," he said. The real reason he 
wanted to do this wasn't just to catch up with his friends, though. He wasn't sure if he could spend the night 
by himself with Lars. He needed a break of some sort, and he hoped that being with his bandmates would make 
the first night easier. 


Lars was already on his feet and pacing around the living room, which wasn't uncommon for him to do while 
thinking. "What about food? | can't cook, and you just got here, and | don't have anything to cook here, anyway.’ 


Lars sighed, already stressing out over something that James didn't even need to think twice about. 


"Order pizza. Two will be enough. Some vegetarian shit for Kirk and pepperoni or something for us. Jason stil 


eats meat, right? Kirk didn't turn him over?" James cocked an eyebrow and tilted his head. 


Lars continued to pace the room, still. "No, Jason eats meat still. That'll be fine. But where from? Should we 
get something for us to do afterwards? A movie? | don't think | have any good beer or anything, either.” Lars 


continued to name more and more nonexistent things to worry about. 


James finally stood up and gently placed a hand on his shoulder. His stomach dropped when Lars glanced down 
at it, but he looked back up at James a second later. "Lars, calm down. | have it all under control. I'll get the 


pizzas and some drinks, you just chill out for a while. Call Kirk and Jason. And tell them to bring the cat" 


Lars sighed and flopped back on the couch, giving in for once. "Okay, fine. But take some money," he said, 
already pulling some bills out of his wallet. James knew better than to argue about it. He took the money and 
flashed his best smile before walking out the door. 


James got about halfway down the steps before he heard Lars calling after him. "James, you need the keys!" 


James turned to look at Lars, who was holding the car keys out. He opened his hands, prompting Lars to throw 
them. James easily caught them, partially due to Lars's still-perfect reflexes after years of tennis training. 
"Thanks," he said, continuing his casual gait towards the car. He didn't hear the door close until he was almost 


all the way there. 


James got pizza and picked out some beer with no problems, deciding not to tell Lars that he had paid with his 
own money instead of the money Lars had given him. He'd find somewhere to secretly put it back later. The 
sun was already starting to set as he made his way home, but it was still warm outside. He rolled the window 
down to take in the sweet, welcoming scent of the breeze. It seemed to lack the harshness of New York. The 
smell outside only distracted him for so long before he caught a whiff of the pizza that was in the passenger 
seat. He drove a little faster as thoughts of pizza from his favorite place started filling his head. 


James managed to balance two pizzas and a bag full of various beer all the way to the front door, but found 
that there was no way for him to knock. He turned a little and was preparing to bump his hip against the door 
in a weak attempt to be heard, but Kirk was opening it before he could try. 


"James! Good to see you," Kirk said, smiling and moving out of James's way. 


"You too. But, um, Kirk? Could you.." James trailed off, gesturing to the pizza box that was about to fall. 


Kirk caught it quickly. “Sorry. Should've grabbed it sooner." He laughed. 


"No problem. | made it all the way to the door, so I'm pretty proud of myself for that," James said. He smiled 
a cheesy smile and followed Kirk to the kitchen to set everything down. After the pizza boxes were safely on 
the table, James began to pull out various bottles from his bag of alcohol. He watched in slight amusement as 
Kirk opened the wrong pizza box, frowned at it, and quickly shut it. He then moved to the other one. A satisfied 


smile crossed his face at its contents. 


"You remembered to get me vegetarian! Thanks, dude," Kirk said, already pulling a slice out. 


James rolled his eyes. "You're welcome. Still don't know how you can eat that stuff, though." 


Kirk shrugged. "Healthy and helps animals. What's not to like?" 


"Vegetables," James replied. He smirked slightly to himself. Jason walked in a moment later, holding a little black 


ball of fur. James soon recognized it to be a kitten 


"Hey, James," Jason said casually. He sounded preoccupied by the little cat in his arms. James walked over to 


Jason for a better look at it. 


"Hey. It's been a while. Good to see you," James replied, looking down at the squirmy lump Jason was holding. 


"You too," Jason mumbled. He looked up a moment later. "You wanna hold him?" he asked. He was beaming like a 


new parent. 


James nodded. "Sure. He's adorable." James held his arms out and Jason rested him gently in them. James 
stared down at the tiny black kitten, who was now being mostly still. His little head peered around at its 
surroundings, though. 


Jason grinned. "He really is. Little Danzig. Kirk named him, I'm sure you can guess," Jason said. Both of them 


looked over at the guitarist, who was inhaling his second piece of pizza. 


James gently stroked Danzig's head with his thumb. "Definitely something he would choose, yeah," James said. 
He looked up when a thought suddenly broke through the spell of cuteness that the kitten had cast. "Where's 
Lars at?" James asked. Though he looked to Kirk first, he was too focused on his slice of pizza to notice. James 
then looked at Jason. 


"He said he had to go get a good movie for us to watch, because he doesn't have anything here. He went to go 


rent something," Jason said. 


"| suggested horror!" Kirk finally chimed in, obviously with a mouthful of pizza Both James and Jason rolled 
their eyes. 


"He should be back soon If he can find one of Kirk's million weird suggestions, anyway," Jason said. 


Kirk frowned. "Hey, they're not weird!" he protested. 


Jason rolled his eyes again. "They're totally weird. Just like you. But that's probably why l'm into you," he said 
with a smirk. James blushed a little at their exchange, unused to seeing them, or anyone, act like that in a long 


time. 


Thankfully, before it could go any further, the front door opened, and Lars came walking in. "I got three of 


your weird movies, Hammett! Your choice later!" he called. 


James had really missed this. 


Scary Movie 
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After everyone had gotten their fill of pizza (especially James, who ate about half of one by himself), Lars put 
one of Kirk's strange movies into their VCR, and everyone was settled on one of the two couches, Kirk turned 


off the lights. 


"You guys will love this one. It's foreign and kinda old, but still awesome," he said, settling down on the couch 
with Jason. Almost immediately, Jason tucked his head underneath Kirk's chin. Kirk, in turn, slid his arms 
around Jason's waist and brought him in closer with a peck on the top of his head. Watching this, James snuck 
a glance at Lars, who was sitting at the other end of the couch from him. He could almost physically feel the 
little ache in his chest when he thought about how he and Lars would have been doing that before. 


About ten minutes into the movie, James could tell he wasn't going to love it. He was also getting the severe 
creeps from it, even though he was barely reading the subtitles. He silently wondered what Kirk could see in 
this stuff when he felt a pair of warm and tiny paws pushing on his thigh. He looked down to see the kitten 
crawling into his lap. James couldn't help but smile at him, but when he finally took another quick glance at 
Lars, he could see that the drummer was curled up into a tiny ball and barely even looking at the TV. It didn't 


take much for James to figure out that he was scared. 


James was unsure of what to do. He knew that he and Lars were still in an awkward spot and he didn't want to 
embarrass him. He also knew that Lars hated scary movies and he didn't want for him to suffer. He eventually 
decided that he couldn't sit and watch Lars be scared for the next hour or however much longer the movie 


was. 


James leaned over so that he was close enough to whisper to Lars. "Hey, are you okay?" he asked. He could 


see that he had startled Lars by the little shiver and jerk of his head towards James. 


Lars sighed and bit his lip. "Huh? Yeah. I'm okay. | just..don’t like this weird kind of shit. It freaks me out," he 


whispered. 


James nodded. "| can tell. | have Danzig. Will he make you feel a little better?" James asked, reluctantly 


prepared to give away the little ball of warmth that was now sleeping contentedly in his lap. 


Lars shook his head, staying silent for a few seconds. "No, but um..can | sit a little closer to you?" he asked. 


James could almost feel his heart leap. "Yeah, of course," he mumbled, moving back over to his original position 


and trying as hard as possible to act casual. 


Lars scooted across the couch, leaving only a few inches of distance between himself and James. Trying not to 
think to much of it, he took a moment to glance over at Kirk and Jason. Although Kirk was intently staring at 
the screen, Jason was looking at James and Lars. He gave James a slight smile. 


Twenty minutes passed, painfully, for James. Lars was so close, and yet, so far. It was painful to have him 
right there, right within his reach, but unable to touch him. He tried to focus, instead, on petting little Danzig, 
but his eyes always drifted over to Lars. He hadn't been paying any attention to the movie, but still found 
himself startled by the loud bang that came from the TV. 


Lars's gasp was audible. James barely had time to register that the little Dane's head was now buried in his 
shoulder. His eyes got wide and he looked over at Jason with slight panic, unsure of how he should handle it. 


"Go ahead," Jason mouthed, and James reluctantly nodded his head. With feather-light touch, he started to 
reach his arm around Lars's shoulder. Lars shivered slightly at first, but only a few seconds later he was 
snuggling into James's arm. Even though he couldn't help it, he tried to make sure that Lars couldn't see him 


smile. 


For about another 45 minutes they stayed this way, with one of Lars's hands holding tightly to the sleeve of 
James's shirt and the other with a death grip on his forearm. He barely even cared about how badly his shirt 
would be stretched or the potential bruises on his arm, because he was in a happy daze over the fact that 


Lars was there, close to him and touching him and just needing him for something. 


When it was finally over and the credits were rolling, Kirk softly called over to Lars. "Hey, can you turn it off? 
Jason's sort of." Kirk trailed off, gesturing to the sleeping bassist draped across his body. James started 

missing the warmth of the smaller man the second he was up, and watched disappointedly as he made his way 
back to his original seat on the other side of the couch when the movie was put away. He tried not to look too 


disappointed or upset or any emotion at all, really. 


Lars looked over at James with a lopsided smile. "Thanks for protecting me, James. | know I'm a little irrational. 


And sorry about your arm. | know | was holding on pretty tight." 


James gave his best nonchalant shrug. "No big deal. That's why I'm here, huh?" he said. 


Kirk was watching both of them with a calculating look, but easily melted back into his usual friendly, mild 
expression when Lars turned his way. "What's the plan, Hammett?" Lars asked. 


Kirk shrugged. "Its a short movie. We can always watch another," he suggested. 


Lars frowned. "Another one like that? No way. That was weird and creepy as hell," he replied. 


"Your call. Its late, anyway. But Jase is asleep and the cat is kinda snuggled in too, so do you mind if we stay 
tonight?" Kirk asked. 


Lars shook his head. "Of course not. No problem. The couch is free to you any time." At that, he stood and 
started to make his way towards the stairs. "Listen, l'm tired. Long day. James, guest room is for you now, 


you know. Good night” 


Both Kirk and James called good night back, careful not to wake Jason, but as soon as Lars was out of sight, 
James took the opportunity to thank Kirk. "You didn't have to stay here just because of me, dude," James said. 


Kirk smiled his sweet, sympathetic smile; it could make you feel like the most cared for person on earth. "| 
don't mind and neither does Jason. It makes you more comfortable for the first night, so of course we don't 
mind. And we're rooting for you, James. | don't choose creepy-ass movies for nothing. You guys are actually 


living together. That's huge. Just show Lars that he can trust you. It will be okay in the end." 


James nodded. He sighed. "I don't know if we'll ever be how we were again," he said softly. 


"Probably you won't. But maybe you'll be even better this time. You love each other. You're working through 
this. l'm proud of you both. Now, go to bed. You've had a long day," Kirk said. 


"Okay, you're right. Thanks again," James replied, standing up. 


"No problem. Toss me a blanket and grab the lights on your way out?" Kirk shifted into a slightly more 
comfortable position, trying with everything he could not to wake the sleeping lump on top of him. Danzig the 


kitten was following close on James's heels on the way out of the room. 


James threw a blanket to Kirk and turned the lights off. "Night," he said softly. Kirk gave a quiet reply. 


James padded softly up the stairs and passed by Lars's bedroom slowly. He wanted more than anything to just 
see the room, but fought that urge. He walked to the cold, empty guest room and laid in the cold, empty bed. 
He stared at the ceiling for a while. 


Apparently sleep wasn't going to come as easily as he had wished. He should have known better. 


Breakfast 


Author's Notes: 
YOU GUYSII! | am so sorry | haven't updated in so long]! | accidentally got caught up in my other recent 
obsession (Yurilll On Ice) and this sort of took a backseat for a bit. But now I'm back and | hope you enjoy this!! 


When James woke the next morning, he was almost shocked by his surroundings at first. Once his mind was 
through the fog of sleep, though, the previous day came back to him. Although he had only slept a few hours, 
he felt rested. Looking over at the clock, which read 1:33, he calculated about four hours. With a mental shrug, 
he figured that coffee would fix any future exhaustion problem. 


As James threw the thick covers off of himself, he realized that he had never made it out of the jeans he 
put on the previous day. Before he got any further, he peeled them off and tossed them on the floor, 
exchanging them for some mesh shorts until he felt motivated enough to shower. In case Lars was awake 
(although if James knew him as well as he thought he did, he probably wasn't), he combed his fingers through 


his thick, blonde mane until it laid nicely, because he wanted to look at least somewhat presentable. 


The house was completely silent. Jason and Kirk were nowhere to be seen, and Lars was still in bed. In the 
kitchen, James found a note that was scrawled in Kirk's familiar handwriting: "Left early this morning. Thanks 
for the pizza last night!" In the bottom left hand corner of the note was a little smiley face with devil horns. 
James rolled his eyes and tossed the piece of paper in the garbage. 


Lars had said he didn't have much food in the house the night before, and upon looking, James realized that he 


was right; there weren't even eggs. 


That was when James had an idea If someone had been around to hear it, he thought, he would have said he 
hatched an idea. Those kind of puns always made Lars laugh and roll his eyes in that way that made James's 


heart swell. 


If he could get to the store and back quickly, he figured that he could make breakfast before Lars woke up. He 
pulled his hair into a ponytail and slipped on the sneakers he left by the door the previous day, then grabbed 
the car keys. 


After spending a few moments sneaking through the front door as quietly as possible, James jogged to the car 


and drove to the nearest grocery store that he could remember. He grabbed a dozen eggs and some bread as 


fast as possible and got out, making his way home quickly. He was thankful to find that Lars still wasn’t up yet. 


He got to work quickly, putting all of his best basic cooking skills to use. Lars was impressed with his abilities, 
somehow; he was always going on about how well James could cook. James himself just thought it was a 
miracle that he didn't catch anything on fire. He hadn't forgotten the way Lars liked his eggs or that he ate 
his toast with nothing on it, and he was soon finishing things up. 


Eventually, he heard the sound he had been waiting for. A pair of feet were coming slowly down the stairs. 
Lars was only ever moving this slowly in the morning. He finally entered the kitchen. 


"Breakfast?" was the only thing Lars said, although it was phrased as a question. As James turned to look at 
him, he realized how little Lars had changed: same hair that stuck out everywhere and groggy eyes. He was 
only wearing underwear and a t-shirt that was big enough to come down to his mid-thigh; it was obviously a 


shirt that belonged to James, though James chose not to acknowledge that now or ever. 


"Yeah. I'm staying in your house, after all. It's the least | can do," James replied with a small smile. 


Lars frowned. "How long have you been up? Where did you even get food to cook? You wear your hair in a 


ponytail now?" He was full of questions, despite just having woken up. 


James sighed and turned back to his current task. "| got up at like 7:30, | ran to the store, and | threw my 


hair up in a ponytail because it was easiest. So there you go," he said. 


Lars was soon hopping up and sitting on the counter next to where James was at, exactly what he used to do. 


"You didn't have to do all this," he said. 


James shrugged. "No big deal. | wanted to. | was hungry anyway," he replied with a smile. 


‘I'm surprised you weren't hungover. | figured you'd be in bed until at least 10:30," Lars said, raising his 


eyebrows quizzically. 


James shook his head. "I didn't even drink last night." 


Lars frowned, pondering that for a moment. "You didn't? But you always drink." 


"Not last night. I've sort of been trying to stop doing that so much, y'know?" James was soon grabbing a plate 
to scoop an egg onto. He handed it to Lars. 


Lars accepted the plate, but watched James uncertainly. "Well, | never thought that would happen. But, good" 
He hopped off of the counter and sat down at the table. "Thanks for the food. It's good. Same as usual." 


James shrugged as he brought his own plate over and sat across from Lars. He noticed Lars looking next to 
him at the seat where James used to sit. He decided not to mention it and he figured Lars wouldn't, either. 


“Simple stuff. | don't mind doing it," he said. 


Lars smiled. "Guess I'll have to ask you to do it more often, huh?" 


"Nah. l'm happy to. I'm living in your house after all, right?" James replied. He laughed a litle. 


Lars didn't. He just looked at James for a moment, a ghost of a smile on his lips. He shook his head a little and 
looked down for a few seconds as if he didn't quite know what to say. His words sounded decisive when he 


spoke, however. "You're not living in my house, James. Don't be silly. This is our house." 


Although James was about to argue with him, he instead stayed silent and just nodded his head. Baby steps, he 
tried to remember. Baby steps. And, it seemed, they were definitely going in the right direction 


Nightmares 
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As the days went on, James couldn't believe his luck as far as sleeping. He had gone four whole days without a 
single problem. Some of this was probably due to the fact that he was barely sleeping so that he wouldn't 
have an incident, but he was still glad that nothing bad had happened. He was trying as hard as he could to 
avoid Lars finding out how bad it had gotten. 


The two of them were getting along well. Things were feeling almost natural, in some ways. However, something 
was missing. t was something that James couldn't quite name, but it was what had always made the two of 
them so close. And what they had now was friendly, but it wasn't the same. Their conversations were strictly 
surface-level and they were nothing but polite and kind to each other. James, especially, tried to stay on Lars's 
good side. A little too much, almost. 


James was beginning to get exhausted, both mentally and physically, due to his avoidance of the little sleep he 
could usually get. So, on the fifth night at his new home, he crashed. And that was very good. It was very 


good, at least, until the nightmares came. 


It was not an unfamiliar scene to James. Standing in the cold and the dark, looking around to feel nothing but 
lost. But when he turned around again, Lars was there. This was the part that always changed. The pain and 
shock came new every time. He was running towards Lars, screaming his name, and he was getting closer. But 
Lars didn't look like himself. His eyes were black and full of hate. James hadn't noticed the door behind him 
before, but all that Lars did was shake his head once before he walked through it. And when he was gone, the 
door disappeared as well. James was trapped in the dark, cold room. And then came the usual scenes. His 
mother slipping away, waking up alone to find his father gone, discovering Cliff's lifeless body. And the new 
addition, which was Lars slamming the door in his face. Over and over again. Until it stopped. 


And when it stopped was when James screamed himself into consciousness. He shot upright in bed, sobbing and 
shaking. But it was only a few seconds before the door was thrown open and Lars was standing in the doorway. 


‘Oh my god, James, are you okay? What happened?" Lars asked. He sounded breathless. 


James was too shaken to even speak. He continued to sit there, and the shaking took over his body. He couldn't 


even make an attempt to stop crying, after all the work he'd done to hide this from Lars. 


It only took Lars a few seconds to realize what had happened. His face quickly dropped. "Oh, god, no. | had no 
idea, James. |-| had no idea," he whispered. He was sitting on the edge of the bed within seconds. 


'L-Lars, | am f-fine, so just.go back to bed," James choked out. His voice was shaking and barely even audible. 


His entire body was still trembling. 


Lars shook his head. "How long has this been going on?" he asked softly. 


James swallowed and tried to come up with the will to stop crying long enough to form a coherent response. 


"F-for two years. As long as I've b-been in New York. As-as long as I've been gone." 


"How often? How bad is it?" Lars was looking at James in a way that he had always used to after nights like 
this. This night was much worse than it had usually ever been, though. 


James managed to shrug, even though he barely had control of his shoulders or anything at all. "Lots of 
nights. Almost..every night. Th-that's why you don't need to worry. l-l can handle it," he mumbled. 


Lars's eyes were shiny. He scooted closer to James. "God, I'm so sorry. This isn't okay. Of course I'm going to 
fucking worry, James, because you're my best friend and look at you. You don't even sleep and when you do 
you wake up like this," he whispered. He picked up James's wrist to look at his still-shaking hand. 


"I just learn to live with it. | can't change it, so there isn't any point in getting upset anymore,” James 
whispered. He looked down at Lars's hand, which was gripping his wrist. 


"What happened? What was it about?" Lars exhaled and closed his eyes for a moment. When he opened them, 


the previous tears and shock were gone. 


James hesitated for a few moments. He waited until he could talk normally and until he was no longer shaky. 
Then, he spilled everything to Lars. Lars watched him attentively the whole time, and James thought, 


sometimes, that he could see tears. James thought sometimes that he might have been crying, himself. 


‘lm sorry, James. I'm sorry you go through that. | forgot about, um.." Lars trailed off and bit his lip. 


James nodded. "My stuff about abandonment. But, um, it's not your fault. | fucked up my own life. | ruined us, 


and our friendship, and the band, and myself. 'm responsible and it's my fault," he whispered, 


"James, l." Lars trailed off again. He was silent for a few moments. "What happened that night, yeah, it really 
sucked. And it hurt both of us. But, um, | don't think that you'd be here now, like this, if you meant to hurt 
me with that. So, sure, we need to take our time, but let's stop fucking around. Sometimes we need each other. 
And | don't ever want you to need me and feel like you have to stop sleeping so | won't worry about you. 


You're still my best friend. Nothing's ever gonna change that. And | want to be here for you." 


James looked at Lars silently for a few seconds. Then he felt the second wave of tears. He buried his face in 
his hands. "| try really hard to keep this shit in. Really fucking hard. | try to be that big, tough guy, but l'm 
not. I'm scared a lot. And sometimes | don't think | can keep doing it. If it weren't for Kirk calling me a few 
months ago, | might have ended it. | didn't have any more reasons to live. My entire life was wake up 
screaming every night and act like a fucking zombie all day. | hate myself for doing what | did and | can never 
stop. These nightmares are what | deserve. But it still doesn't stop me from wanting someone to just make it 
better sometimes." James's broad shoulders began to shake with sobs again. 


James soon felt an arm wrap around his shoulder and pull him in close. "Let me make it better, okay? | want 
you to get better. | want everything to get better. You're a good person, James. You're my best friend. I'd be 
nowhere without you and | wouldn't trade our friendship for anything. You fucked up. Sure, it was bad. But 
you're back here, and l'm here with you, and | want to make it all better," Lars whispered softly. 


"Why are you being so nice to me? | was such an ass to you, Lars," James mumbled. 


"Because, how couldn't | be? | love you. You're my Jamie, remember?" Lars tried a smile. 


James sniffed and gave Lars a lopsided, teary smile in return. "I always used to hate when you'd call me that 


around other people to embarrass me," he mumbled. 


Lars shrugged. "It always helped you feel better, though." 


"| know." James looked down at his lap as his smile faded. 


"You okay?" Lars asked. 


lm okay. You don't have to sit here with me all night. You can go back to bed if you want," James mumbled. 


He wanted Lars to stay all night, but he had no doubts that he couldn't possibly ask that of him. 


Lars sighed softly and rested his head on James's shoulder. The two of them sat in silence for a few long 
minutes. Finally, Lars stood. James's stomach went cold in that sickening way for just a moment. Lars leaned 
down and looked James in the eye. "We're going to get you better. | promise," he said. He leaned in and kissed 
James on the cheek. James was left in a daze to watch him go. That alone had been enough to warm the 


feeling he'd had before. 


James didn't sleep again that night, or even attempt to. But that was okay. He felt better. For the first time in 
two years, he realized that he didn't feel completely alone. 


Doubt 
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Lars was completely and utterly torn, 


He'd promised himself that when James got here, he would be friendly and welcoming, but emotionally distant. 


He wouldn't get too involved with him, at least not for a while. He would make James work for his affection. 


But it was different now that he was here. From the second Lars first saw him, he was different. He was still 
James, but something had changed. He was sweeter, quieter, and more vulnerable somehow. Lars could also see 


the darkness that was consuming him, though. He could see the exhaustion in his eyes; he could sense the fear 


and anxiety that radiated from him. 


It wasn't as easy as he had thought it would be. In fact, it was nearly impossible. Everything James said, 
everything he did, made Lars want to stop taking it slow. But the night before really complicated his feelings. 


Lars hadn't even thought about James's nightmares. His horrible, scarring nightmares. And when he heard that 
scream, that desperate call for him, he lost any sense of distance he was trying to keep from James. Listening 
to him talk about his regret, about hating himself, broke Lars down. He couldn't help but feel guilty for putting 
James out of his life for so long. He knew James wasn't trying to make him feel guilty, that he was only telling 


the truth, and that made it even harder to stay distant. 


It wasn't only the emotional things, either. It was the way Lars caught James looking at him and then quickly 
turning away with reddened cheeks. It was his getting up early to make breakfast and remembering exactly 
what Lars liked. It was the shy, unassuming reaction he had to everything Lars said that would imply that he 


did, indeed, want James there. 


Having James back made Lars realize how hopelessly in love he was. Maybe more in love than the first time. 


And that was why he was so torn. 
The logical part of him wanted to take its time and feel things out. It wanted to make James work for him. It 
wanted to make him feel guilty. But the other part of him knew how lost and sad James was, and how lost and 


sad he was, too. It knew how badly he wanted James, and it knew, also, how badly James wanted him. 


Still, he was torn. But he needed a compromise, because neither side was totally appealing. Letting James in a 


little more couldn't possibly hurt, he decided. And maybe letting him in a little more would lead to letting him in 


a lot more, soon. 


Broken 
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When the adrenaline and high emotions surrounding James's first bad nightmare wore off, he realized that he 
was embarrassed. A person who had been nearly a stranger to him for two years had seen him at his very 
worst and comforted him. James could hardly live with that fact. He became a prideful person very easily 
around people he wanted to impress. When he felt comfortable, this act dropped quickly and he showed his 


soft, sweet, goofy, and even vulnerable side. With Lars, it always came naturally. But not anymore. 


Even with their slowly rebuilding trust and, James hoped, love, he felt ashamed to have shown Lars that part 
of him again. At this point, he was still cautious enough to want only to show him the strong James, who was 


always in control. He had been the polar opposite in his frantic state the night before. 


That's what drove him to lay restlessly in bed until almost I0 in the morning. But he knew he couldn't hide 
forever. Lars was probably wondering what he was up to. James dreaded facing him. He didn't know what Lars 


was going To say. 


He took a shower before anything else. Maybe due to the fact that he probably smelled due to the sweat- 
soaked state he had awoken in in the middle of the night. However, it was more so that he could spend more 


time to himself before facing Lars. 


After sliding on a pair of sweatpants and an old Motorhead t-shirt of his that Lars had kept, James prepared 
himself to go downstairs and see Lars, damp hair twisted into a towel. That always used to make Lars laugh, 


James remembered. He walked reluctantly down the stairs that led to the large living room. 


Lars was curled up on the couch in the middle of the room, of course. His face was covered by a book, but 
James could see the soft, brown hair tumbling down his shoulders. James's mouth twitched at the ends at the 
sight of Lars in the old Metallica t-shirt he had partially designed himself, it was practically a relic by now, a 


wonder it was still around. 


Lars looked up from the book when James cleared his throat; he always had been able to get easily lost in a 
book that interested him. His face took on a gentle smile. "Morning, James," he said. The book was placed on 
the small table next to Lars. 


"Hey," James mumbled in reply. He could barely meet Lars's gaze. He wanted nothing to do with telling Lars 
about his dreams, or, worse, his feelings. Despite everything they'd gone through already, James was beginning 
to turn into his shy, awkward self again. 


"Nice look with the towel there," Lars said softly. He looked amusedly at James's head, on which his hair was 
wrapped in a purple towel. James felt a weight lift from his shoulders; apparently Lars hadn't forgotten how 
much he hated to discuss his nightmares. 


"My hair was wet, and | can't stand how it feels when it soaks my shirt, okay? Call the fashion police if you 
want. Have me arrested or something." James rolled his eyes with a grin. 


"They're probably already on their way," Lars replied. He smiled at James and patted a spot on the couch near 
him, folding the page of his book and setting it down on a table next to him. James sat down next to Lars, but 
not too close. After James had adjusted himself, Lars spoke again. "How did you, um, sleep?" he asked. It was 


with obvious discomfort, which James felt as well. 


"Slept okay. How about you?" James asked in reply. The awkwardness was plain in his voice, and he knew that 


they wouldn't be able to avoid that one dreaded subject for long. 


Lars shrugged. "About the same as usual, but | woke up early, though. Of course." He tried to sound casual, 
but his laugh was forced. 


"Lars, | appreciate you not bringing it up, but we can't really avoid it. So | want to thank you for worrying 
about me last night. And | want to apologize for anything too heavy for you in that moment. | can't really 
control my head when l'm like that," James mumbled. He was staring down at his lap, picking at his fingernails 


to avoid any eye contact; he never had been very good at it. 


Lars's hand came into James's view, and it grabbed onto his hand and laced their fingers together. "Hey, look at 
me," Lars whispered in that soft, coaxing voice that James remembered so well that it nearly hurt. He found 
himself lifting his head up and meeting Lars's eyes, soft and concerned. "You don't have to apologize for 


anything. I'm so, so sorry that still happens to you." 


James shook his head as a tight grimace spread across his face. "No, l'm sorry. You shouldn't have to deal 


with me or worry about me anymore. | wish | wasn't so weak." 


Lars shook his head; his eyes were already becoming glassy. "Please don't say that. Nobody deserves to go 
through that, and you are so strong, James, to go through it. You're the strongest person | know. And needing 
help doesn't make you weak, because everyone needs help, and | want nothing more than to be here for you." 


Lars's small hand was gripping James's hand tightly, and he stared with pleading eyes. 


James swallowed hard and sighed. Watching Lars get upset always made him get upset, too, and he knew what 
was coming. "l'm just so tired | can't do it alone anymore," he whispered. Hot tears were spilling down his 
cheeks. He bit down on his lip to keep the sobs back and soon tasted a little blood. He dropped his head back 
down quickly. 


Lars's free hand tilted his chin back up as the other rubbed circles into his palm. "You don't have to. l'm here, 
and I'm not going anywhere, okay?" Lars said softly. James nodded, but the tears didn't stop. He closed his eyes 


and tried to concentrate on stopping. 


James couldn't help but notice the slight shift of the couch, though. Lars was closer, he could tell. And then he 
felt the feather-light touch of Lars’s lips on his eyelids. Soon, the kisses, if you could call them that, because 
they were so light, were trailing down his cheeks and kissing the tears away. After those few sweet, perfect 
moments had ended, James opened his eyes. Lars was still lingering near his face and he was met with those 


gorgeous green eyes. 


"I love you," Lars breathed, and then their lips met. It lasted only a few seconds, but that was enough. James 
only needed to look at him to know it would go no further for the day; not for a long while. But this step was 


not small at all. 


A few silent moments passed, but Lars finally broke it, as he always did. "I don't know why you always sit so 
far away. Come over here," he said softly. He had moved to his original spot, which was still only a few inches 
away. But James listened, nonetheless; he closed the gap between them. "Take that silly towel out of your hair, 
too. It must be at least a little bit drier by now," Lars added. James listened once again, dropping the damp 
towel on the floor. 


"My hair's still kind of wet, y'know," James protested weakly. Lars only rolled his eyes in response. 


| only told you to take it out so that | could do this," he mumbled, gently guiding James to rest his head in his 


lap. He began ruming his fingers through James's hair. 
James sighed contentedly. "This will make me fall asleep, though," he mumbled; his voice was already sleepy. 


"That's the point, Jamie. You need to get some good, peaceful sleep. And I'll be right here the whole time, 
okay?" Lars continued to lazily pull his fingers through the blonde locks. 


It took a mere five minutes to get James to fall asleep. Before it fully took him though, he managed to 
mumble one last thing to Lars. "I love you too, by the way," he had said, and that simple statement broke down 
all the walls Lars had built up for two years. 


Advice 
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"Kirk, | don't know what to do about James anymore." 


Lars had often confided in the guitarist, especially about this situation. But after the morning he and James 


had had together, Lars was more lost than ever. 
"What do you mean? Did he do something bad again? Have you decided you don't actually want him back?" 


Lars shook his head. "No, actually. Pretty much the opposite. | don't want to keep giving him the cold shoulder. | 
can't keep pretending | don't have feelings for him. And especially because of, um, something that happened this 


morning.” This would be the hardest part for him to reveal to Kirk His eyes were already narrowed, 


"What do you mean? What happened this morning?" he asked. Kirk tugged his fingers through his long, curly 


hair as he waited for Lars's response. 


Lars hesitated for a few seconds, but finally the whole story came pouring out. "James used to have those 
nightmares, remember? They were horrible. Woke him up screaming and crying, made him so afraid that he 
just wouldn't sleep at all. And | didn't even think about that when he came back, | just assumed that after our 
time together, when they barely happened, it would stay that way. But | was wrong," Lars said, finally stopping 
for a breath. 


"| was just sleeping last night, everything was fine, and then | heard that scream. And for a minute, | forgot." 
Lars paused for a second to compose himself. "| forgot what that scream meant. But when | saw him sitting 


there, shaking like that, it just broke me, Kirk, and | felt horrible," he said softly. 


Kirk nodded. A thoughtful frown had settled on his face. "| remember when he used to get like that, too. It was 
awful. But what happened this morning that has you so freaked out?" he asked. 


"Well, um, you're not probably going to be very happy with me," Lars replied hesitantly. The look Kirk returned 
him said that he was not satisfied with that answer, so he continued. "James felt really bad this morning, 

about last night. And | tried to tell him it was okay. But then he was crying again, Kirk, and | just can't help but 
want to make him better when he looks like that, because he looks so sad, and.! kissed him. And | told him that 


| loved him." 


The look on Kirk's face wasn't exactly promising. His eyes were wide with surprise. After taking a few obvious 


seconds to process, he could still only manage, "You kissed James? Kissed him, after all this time you spent 


trying to build up some resistance?" 


Lars nodded sheepishly. "You didn't see him, Kirk. You weren't there. | just can't describe it. When | looked at 
him, | didn't see what | saw before. There were no lies. No bad intentions. Just.James. My James. And he 
needed me." 


There was a brief silence in the room, but it seemed to last hours. Lars didn't know what Kirk might say, and 
he seemed to be deciding what he thought. "Well.Lars, | just want you to be happy, and if you trust hin, | 


support you." Kirk smiled reassuringly at Lars. 


"So, Kirk, what should | do? How should | tell him? | have no idea what he might think or say. Hell, | don't even 


know what I'm going to say," Lars said with an exasperated sigh. 


Kirk shrugged slightly, replying, "James appreciates honesty and directness. | think you just need to tell him 
how you feel. Tell him what you want. Which, by the way, what do you want next with him?" 


After looking at the clock, Lars realized he needed to wrap up his conversation with Kirk soon. He had just told 
James he needed to go and get something, but it had nearly been a half hour since he left. As quickly as 
possible, he tried to explain to Kirk. "I want our relationship back, | think. After kissing James, | don't think | can 
possibly wait another second. But | also don't want to move too fast, because he's barely been here for a 


week." 


Kirk nodded thoughtfully. "Well, say that. He's an understanding person, Lars. He knows boundaries. Just be more 
open with each other for now. Don't shy away from being close. You don't have to launch back into a full blown 


relationship yet, y'know?" 


"That's a good idea, | guess. You're right. And I'd better go. | said I'd be back soon," Lars said, standing up. Kirk 
did the same, and began absently looking around for an item Lars would have needed to come and get. 
Eventually, he settled on a t shirt that Lars had left there for a few weeks. Hopefully it would be convincing to 


James, who was far from gullible. 


The shirt smelled, Lars noticed That was a little unconvincing. But it would have to do. "Thanks for listening, 
Kirk | know you're probably pretty sick of all this by now." Lars gave an apologetic laugh. 


The pair walked slowly to the door as Kirk gave a slightly indifferent shrug. "It's fine. | care about you guys, so 
its not like it bothers me. And | hope everything goes okay," he said. Lars gave a grateful smile and began 
heading home. 


Home. That was where James was. Waiting for him. Lars was both excited and terrified to tell James how he 
was feeling. Because really, after all the pain he'd dealt with for the past two years, would he even want to 
attempt another romantic relationship? Lars decided that no matter what, he was about to find out; for 


better or for worse. 


Exteriors 
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Almost nothing had ever felt as exciting or as terrifying as it felt to walk back into the house knowing that he 
was going to tell James he wanted to be together again. Aside from confessing his love for James the first 


time, moving to America, and playing their first arena show, this was it. A moment he would never forget. 


And yet he was wearing sweatpants and Kirk's Misfits t-shirt. His hair was even a frizzy mess. It wouldn't be 
a grand moment, with a candlelit dinner and music and tuxedos and rose petals. Far from it. It was a Tuesday 
morning and it was too hot to be May. And he was going to tell James how he was feeling, and it would be 
beautiful in its own way; he hoped. 


Would James feel the way he felt? Lars surely hoped so, after all that they had gone through. Would he be 
open to Lars like that in such a way? He didn't know. But he knew that there was no other way to end the 
tension than to just say how he felt already. Finally. 


James's shoes were right in front of the door and Lars nearly tripped on them when he walked inside. It was 
slowly reappearing: that chaotic, sweet, wonderful mess that James brought with him everywhere. Even 


though he still seemed tired, still broken, James was still in there. He was returning, slowly but surely. 


And then, there he was, sitting on the couch in the living room, just about where Lars had left him. His sleepy 
eyes lit up when Lars entered the room, always trying to appear happier when he was around. Lars saw right 


through the facade, but loved it--loved him--nonetheless. 


"How was Kirk's? Did you find what you needed?" James asked. He sat up and placed his attention on Lars, even 


though he had previously seemed zoned in on whatever had been on tv. 


Lars tightened his fist around the dirty t-shirt, hoping that James would just buy it, but knowing that there 
was a very slim chance of that. "Yeah, | just had a shirt that | had left over there. | wanted it back." 


At James's odd look, Lars threw the dirty Black Sabbath shirt across the room and practically fell down on the 
couch next to him. "Look, | know you know | didn't need that shirt. | can see it on your face. | needed 


some..advice. Can we talk?" 


Fear flashed through those beautiful blue eyes that were staring at Lars, which prompted him to quickly say, 


"Its nothing bad, | swear." He took a deep breath, and then began. 


"James, when you moved in here, | really wasn't expecting anything to happen fast. | thought we would just be 
getting reacquainted, learning to be around each other, getting to know each other. You know. But the more 
time that passes, the more | realize that nothing's changed. As much as | wanted to make it go slow, I'm 
realizing now that, um.. | really don't want to keep waiting. Being with you again has made me realize that I'm 


still in love with you," Lars said softly. He looked up slowly, having been completely unable to keep eye contact. 


Looking at James was difficult, because he was almost completely unreadable. He wasn't saying anything, and 
because of that, Lars quickly started to feel the nauseating sensation of regret. James whispered an almost 


inaudible, "Lars?" before he was being cut off. 


"Okay, listen, l'm sorry about what | just said, and | really shouldn't have said it, because of course you aren't 
ready for this. Its so fucking much, and it's been two years that we've been apart. Because of me. | pushed 
you away, so why should | expect you to want to get back together again? That was really stupid. It's just 
that, when you look at me, | can barely keep myself away, and | just want you so badly, to hold your hands 
and hug you and kiss you and..and.." Lars put his face in his hands and sighed. "I'm such an idiot. Why would | 


even-" 


"Lars. Could you just stop rambling for ten seconds?" James's voice was soft, but the grip he had on Lars's 
wrists was firm, assertive, and yet gentle. It was calming, to have James hold him steady; his hands had begun 


to shake already. 


"Don't you know? I'm here because | love you. Everything I've done, its all because | love you. | couldn't live 
with hurting you, so | left. | hated making you uncomfortable, so | kept my distance. And here..making any sort 
of advance was far out of my confidence, or ability level, but even if it wasn't, | wouldn't do it. Because | want 
what you want. | want you to be happy. But don't think for one second that | wouldn't want to be with you 
again. That's why l'm here. Even if you didn't want to be with me, y'know, romantically, you're here. Just to 
make you smile is enough to give me some sort of will to live through the hell I've been going through. You're 


the one little bit of heaven to me." 


Through the blur of his own tears, Lars could see that James's eyes were shining. Though he wanted to find 
something, anything, to come even close to matching what James had said, he was at a complete loss for 


words. "Oh, James," he choked out. And then Lars kissed him. 


This kiss was nothing like the innocent, gentle peck they had shared earlier; it was deep, and heavy with two 
years of pent-up emotion Lars was holding James's face with one hand, and the other was gripping James's, 
probably a little too tightly. James had a hand tangled through Lars's hair, just as he used to do. It prompted 


Lars to go further; he soon had James pinned against the couch and was sitting between his legs. 


"God, | love you so much. | fucking love every little thing about you, did you know that? You are absolutely 
incredible to me," Lars whispered. His voice was still thick with tears. Slowly, his kisses moved away from 


James's mouth and trailed down his chin. They slid down his throat and gradually reached the collar of his 


shirt, which was quickly discarded by Lars. 


Moments like these had always been a sort of struggle for power, before. The two of them were rough, albeit 
loving, with one another, and there was always an element of mischief. But James was different, now. Gentler, 
sweeter; more attentive. Instead of wrestling against Lars, nipping and laughing and pushing to get on top, he 
laid mostly still, with blue eyes clouded with lust as he watched Lars. One of his hands gently ran over his 
back and the other was in his hair. 


"I love you. I've.missed you, so much," James breathed. His voice was deep and whispery, just as it had been 
before, Lars was glad to find. It left an unbearable tightness in his chest; a heat in the pit of his stomach that 
was only building. He continued to pepper kisses down James's chest and stomach, savoring the taste and the 


smell of him, which hadn't changed at all. 


Lars stopped only when he felt James shift above him. "Lars, wait.." James mumbled reluctantly. He was 
starting to sit up. This prompted Lars to do the same. 


"Yeah? What is it?" He tilted his head in confusion. 


"Lars, it's been two years, and you haven't wanted me around you or trusted me in any way until a couple of 
months ago. Even when | moved in, just over a week ago, you didn't have any intentions of this. And, trust me, 
lm not trying to say this like I'm bitter, but are you sure about this? It's just so..sudden, considering how long 
we've been apart. | don't want you to feel like it's a mistake afterwards just because you got caught up in the 
moment. Because, y'know, me? | can wait. I'll wait as long as it takes. And | don't want you to regret anything 
about me." James had begun to pull through the tangles in his hair, focusing on them instead of looking at 


Lars. 


Lars thought about what James was saying quietly for a few seconds. "I know what I'm doing and | know what | 
want with you, James. | won't regret it. And l'm ready. So, so ready. If you want it, and you, um, want me, then 


l'm more than ready." He stared at James, willing him to just look up, just make one little bit of eye contact. 


He got his wish, finally, as James's eyes met his and nodded. He smiled, even. "I just wanted you to be sure. | 
want to make you a promise right now, also." He paused tentatively, seemingly searching for Lars's approval 


before he even said what he was going to say. Lars nodded, prompting James to continue. 


James grabbed both of Lars's hands and held them tightly. "I promise, Lars, that from this day forward, for 
the rest of the time we're together, and | hope that that's for the rest of my life, | will never do anything 
with another person ever again. You're the only one for me, and | regret every stupid decision | made. So | 
want you to know that, because | only love you, I'll never want anything with anyone else but you. I'll never 


make a mistake like | did, ever again. And that's a promise." 


Lars was already teared up again, but he couldn't keep from smiling. "I believe you, James. | love you. | trust 
you," he whispered. He pressed his lips against James's for a few short seconds before continuing, "We have 


some catching up to do, Jamie. A lot of catching up to do, actually.” 


James was grinning back at Lars, and this smile looked more real than any smile Lars had seen from him in a 


very long time. "When you call me Jamie in that voice, you know | can't resist you, right?" 


| know. That's why I'm doing it. And, honestly, | didn't think I'd be saying this to you for a long time, maybe 


ever again, but please carry me upstairs. To our bedroom," Lars mumbled. 


James stared with wide eyes, but he nodded and soon had Lars bridal style in his arms, handling him as though 
he was light as a feather. 


Upon entering the bedroom, James realized that although the appearance had changed, it was still the room 
they had shared. He thought, also, that the same sort of thing might be said about their relationship. 


Sure, they had both changed. There had been distance and bitterness and misery between them for two long, 
horrible years. As separate people, they had grown skeptical of love, of happiness, and of one another. Their 


exteriors had changed into something completely unrecognizable to one another. 


But inside, their love was the same. It had always been the same, would always be the same. Just as the room 
that James was now sharing with Lars once again, their exteriors had changed. But inside, they were exactly 


the same, they were in love, and they needed each other. That would never change. 


